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THE OLD CRADLE. 

And this was your Cradle? Why, 
surclyi my Jenny, 
Such cosy dimensions go clearly to 
show 
You were an exceedingly small picka- 
ninny 
Some nineteen or twenty short sum- 
mers ago. 

Your baby-days flow'd in a much-trou- 
bled channel ; 
I see you, as then, in your impotent 
strife, 
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n 
<\ A tight little bundle of wailing and flan* 

Perplcx'd with the newly-found fardel 
of Ufe. 



:i 



To hint at an infantile frailty's a scan- 
dal; 
Let bygones be bygonesi for some- 
1 body knows 

It was bliss such a Baby to dance and to 
dandle, — 
Your cheeks were so dimpled, so rosy 



\ 
1 



1 1 your toes. 



Ay, here is your Cradle ; and Hope, a 
bright spirit, 
With Love now is watching beside it, 
I know. 
They guard the wee nest it was yours to 
inherit 
Some nineteen or twenty short sum- 
mers ago. 

It is Hope gilds the future. Love wel- 
comes it smiling; 
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THE OLD CRADLE. 9 

Thus wags this old world, therefore 
stay not to ask, 
** M/ future bids fair, is my future be- 
guiling ? " 
If mask'd, still it pleases— then raise 
not its mask. 

Is Life a poor coil some would gladly be 
doffing ? 
He is riding post-haste who their 
wrongs will adjust ; 
For at most 'tis a footstep from cradle 
to coffin — 
From a spoonful of pap to a mouthful 
of dust 

Then smile as your future is smiling, 
my Jenny ; 
I sec you, except for those infantine 
woes, 
Little changed since you were but a 
small pickaninny— 
Your cheeks were so dimpled, so rosy 
your toes I 
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A/i here is your Cradlei much, much 
to my liking, 
Though nineteen or twenty long win- 
ters have sped. 
Hark t As Pm talking there's six o'clock 
strikingi— 
It is time Jenny's baby should be in 
iubed. 

isss. 
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PICCADILLY. 

Minnie^ in htr kmudm aix/enet^ 
'* T^ddUd pff ip buy 90m* butitr 

(MiMuie"* fma/ar* was sj^iifuj 

Back sk* brtuiki it tt tk* iutter ; 
GUt/ui^ radiaaif as sk* thus didt 
Prpud U h* u largtfy trutttd* 

Omst iwot thres tmali sit/i $h/d taken 
Biiu/uify cam* iHtlc Minnie ; 

IVAcM, /0er Aantiin^' / detim sA^ iumbied^ 
Danbedker kande^ and/ace^ and pinny, 

Dr»//iM^, fee, ike UttU eiut^ tier 

Pat ef butter in tite gutter. 

Never cree/^ back to des/airing^- 
Dry titose eye*^ my little /airy: . 

Meet e/us start ^in kigk giee^ 
Many ceme back **fuite contrairy^ 

Pve mcurffd sixpences in seeres /m, 

Dnmaged hopes and pinafores too, 

A Sketch in Ssvkn Dials. 

Piccadilly! Shops, palaces, bustle, 
and breeze, 

The whirring of wheels, and the mur- 
mur of trees ; 

By night or by day, whether noisy or 
stiUy, 

Whatever my mood is, I love Piccadilly, 
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13 POEMS OF FREDERICK LOCKER. 

Wet nights, when the gas on the pave* 

ment is streamings 
And young Love is watching, and old 

' Love is dreaming. 
And Beauty is whirling to conquest, 

where shrilly 
Cremona makes nimble thy toes, Picca- 

diUy 1 

Bright days, when a stroll is my after- 
noon wont, 

And I meet all the people I do know, or 
don't :— 

Here is jolly old Brown, and his fair 
daughter Lillie-* 

No wonder some Pilgrims affect Picca- 
diUy t 

See yonder pair riding, how fondly they 
saunter. 

She smiles on her poet, whose heart's in 
a canter t 

Some envy her spouse, and some covet 
her filly. 

He envies them both,-^he's an ass, Pic- 
cadilly t 



PICCADILLY. 13 

Were I such a bride, with a slave at my 
feet, 

I would choose me a house in my fa- 
vourite street ; 

Yes or no^I would carry my point, 
willy-nilly : 

If " no," — pick a quarrel ; if " yes," — 
Piccadilly t 

From Primrose balcony, long ages 

ago, 
''Old Q." sat at gaze,— who now passes 

below ? 
A frolicsome statesman, — the Man of the 

Day; 
A laughing philosopher, gallant and 

gay; 
Never darling of fortune more mantully 

trod, 
Full of years, full of fame, and tlic 

world at his nod : 
Can 'the thought reach his heart, and 

then leave it more chilly— 
** Old P. or Old Q.|— I must quit Picca- 

diUy"? 
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14 POEMS OF FREDERICK LOCKER. 

Life is chequer'd ; a patchwork of 

smiles and of frowns ; 
We value its ups, let us muse on its 

downs; 
There's a side that is bright, it will then 

turn us t'other. 
One turn, if a good one, deserves yet 

another. 
Tkist downs are delightful, iAeu ups 

are not hilly ,^- 
Let us turn one more turn ere we quit 

Piccadilly. 

iSs& 
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THE OLD GOVERNMENT 
CLERK. 

(OLD STYLE.) 

A kindfy, good man, fuiio a *tr»ngor to/amo^ 

Hi* hoart ttill it grooH, M/ hit k*ad tkowi m 
koarlock; 
Pfrha/t hi* /articular tiar it to klamtOi^ 

It ttu^ b* ho ntvtr took Timo kjf tko/orelocJt, | 

We knew an old scribCi it was " once 

on a time/' 1 1 

An era to set sober datists despair* 
ing: 
Then let them despair I Darby sat in a 
chair. 
Near the Cross that gave name to the 
village of Charing. 



Though silent and lean. Darby was not 

malign, l| 

What hair he had left was more silver 
than sable ; 



I' 
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He had also contracted a curve in the 
spinCi 
i From bending too constantly over a 

) ; table. 









i 



^ I . His pay and expenditurCi quite in ac- 

\ ^ cord. 

^ K * Were both on the strictest economy 

•• • founded ; 

I f His rulers were known as the Sealing* 

1 / wax Boardi 

) \ —They ruled where red tape and 

snug places abounded. 
\{ 

In his heart he lookM down on this dig- 
nified knot ; 
And why ? The forefather of one of 
these senators— 
A rascal concerned in the Gunpowder 
Plot- 
Had been barber*surgeon to Darby's 
progenitors. 

Poor fool, is not life a vagary of 
luck? 
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THE OLD GOVERNMENT CLERIC 1 7 

For thirty long years — of genteel des- 
titution — 
He'd been writing despatches; which 
means he had stuck 

Some heads and some tails to much 
circumlocution. 



This would seem rather weary and 
dreary ; but, no ! 
Though strictly inglorious, his days 
were quiescent 
His red-tape was tied in a true-lover's 
bow 
Every night when returning to Rose- 
mary Crescent, 



k 



There Joan meets him smiling, the 
young ones are there ; 
His coming is bliss to the half-dozen 

wee things ; I ] 

The dog and the cat have a greeting to 
spare, 
And Phyllis, neat-handed, is laying 
the tea-things. 



s 
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« 

li East wind, sob eerily 1 Sing, kettle, 

f , j cheerily I 

Baby's abed, but its father will rock 

{/ His little ones boast their permission to 

toast 
/ That cake the good fellow brings home 

I in his pocket 

) This greeting the silent old Qerk under- 

( stands, 

( Now his friends he can love, had he 

foes he could mock them ; 
So met, so surrounded, his bosom ex- 
pands, — 
', Some hearts have more need of such 

jj homes to unlock them. 



1, 
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And Darby at least is resigned to his lot ; 
1^1 And Joan, rather proud of the sphere 

She's adorning, 
y. ,1 Has well-nigh forgotten that Gunpow- 

jH/i derPlot,— 

I .<] ;! And ^/ won't recall it till ten the next 

il morning. ' 
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THE OLD OOVSRNMBNT CLERK. I9 

A day must be near when, in pitiful 



He will drop from his Branchy like a 

fruit more than mellow ; 
It he yet to be found in his usual place ? 
Or is he already forgotten? poor 

fellow I 

If still at his duty he soon will arrive ; 
He passes this turning because it is | 

shorter ; 
He always is here as the clock's going 
five 
—Where is he? ... Ah, it U 
chiming the quarter 1 



I 
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THE PILGRIMS OF PALL MALL. 

Hir ow mnd ktr hmir 

Sht •Umdt in tlet^ir 

Oh tluktrk, 
QtdcJk, •trmrngtr^ mdvmm€§ 

Sk^t acrmtf vfiik m ginmet 

Ynir€ re/ttid, 

SMifUrt andynfrt imH 

Wkmi wmeomt p/it attt 
CSulonl 
CUriD Olff THB CBOMwa. 

My little friend, so smalli so neat, 
Whom years ago I used to meet 

In Pall Mall daily, 
How cheerily you tript away 
To work, it might have been to play, 

You tript so gaily. 

And Time trips too I This moral means 
You then were midway in the teens 



I'i' 









THE PILGRIMS OF PALL MALL. 31 ^ 

I III 

That I was crowning ; > | 

We never spokei but when I imiled ^1 

At mom or eve, I know, dear Qiild, 

You were not frowning. 

Each morning that we met, I think J 

One sentiment us two did link, 

Not joy, nor sorrow ; 
And then at eve, experience-taught, 
Our hearts were lighter for the thought,— 

W€ mat tihtnorraw / 

And you were poor, so poor 1 and why ? |B^ 

How kind to come, it was for my 

Especial gprace meant I 
Had you a chamber near the stars, — 
A bird, — some treasured plants in jars. 

About your casement ? 

ft r 

Often I wander up and down, M. 

When morning bathes the silent town H 

In dewy glory 
Perhaps, unwitting, I have heard 

Your thrilling-toned canary-bird | ,| 

From that third story. } ( 
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I've seen tome change since last we 

met — 
A patient little seamstress yet» 

On small wage striving, 
Have you a Lilliputian spouse ? 
And do you dwell in some doll's 
house? — 
Is baby thriving ? 



i 



My heart grows chill I Can soul li 

thine. 
Weary of this dear World of mine, 

Have loosed its fetter, 
To find a world, whose promised bliu 
Is better than the best of this?— 

And is it better ? 



Sometimes to Pall Mall I repair. 
And see the damsels passing there i 

But if I try to . • • 
To get one glance, they look dis- 
creet. 
As though they'd some one else to 
meet :— 
As have not /too? 
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THB PILGRIMS OP PALL If ALL. ») 

Yet still I often think upon 

Our many meeting!, come and gone, 

July — December t 
Now let ut make a tryst, and when, 
Dear little soul, we meet again, 
In some serener sphere, why then I 

Thy friend remember. 3. 

il 

z8s6L 
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\ MANY YEARS AFTER. 



I SAW some books exposed for sale- 
Some dear, and some— drama and 

tale— 
- As dear as any : 
A feW| perhaps more orthodox 
Or torn, were tumbled in a box— 
** AU tkiS4 a penny:' 

I open'd one at hazard, but 

lis leaves tho' soil'd were still uncut ; 

And yet before 
I'd read a page, I felt indeed 
A wish to cut that leaf, and read 

Some pages more. 

A poet sang of what befel 
When, years before, he'd paced Pall 
Mall; 



MANY YEARS AFTER« 2$ 



1 



While walking thus— 
A boy—he*d met a maiden. (Then ; )t 

Fair women all were brave, and men /| 

Were virtuous !) f 









They oft had met, he wonder'd why ; 
He praised her sprightly bearing. (I 

Believe he meant it :) 
No word had passM, but if he smiled 

Her eyes had seem'd to say (poor |' 

child t) 

** I dim't reseni U:' 

And then this poet mused and grieved, 
And spoke some kindly words, relieved 

By kindlier jest : 
Then he, with sad, prophetic glance, 
Bethought him she, ere then, perchance, 

Had found her rest 



»: 



Then I was minded how my Joy (• 

Sometimes had told me of a boy ! 

With curly head— j 

''You know,** she'd laugh (she then 
was well I) 
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** I used to meet him in Pall Mall— 

Ere I was wed." 
And then, in fun. she'd vow'* Good 
I lack| 

ni go there now, and fetch thee back 
^ At least a curl I ** 

I She once was here, now she is gone I— 

j And so, you see, my wife was yon 

Brifl^t Uttle girL 






I am not one for shedding 

That boy's now dead, or bow'd with 



But see— js^Jwr/MMf 
I£/d tkoi^ki cf /Tifr/— that made me 

weep; 
Thaf s why I bought and why I keep 

His book of rhymes. 



The Angel's not much altcr'd since 
The happy month of June, 



TEMPORA MUTANTUR I i I 

Hi dro^t m imr 0m Sut«$f» hUr, 

Ji* ucnfd a moit dtt/ttirittg twaim ; 
Bui hiu*r iky hntt^t $uwer tU^ . 

An d n uM Jd Ai wisA Air hack ngain t 
TAi momeHtiJty^ mnd wAim wi dU^ 

mUPAUty TAiiiliiiJ^ am/laim f ' 

SAiU cry amd iigA, and-^dry Atr iyi^ 

And lit Airulfhi wodd i^gmim^ ■ ' 

A Kind PiiovinniCB. i \A 

Yes, here, once more a traveller, ; f\ 

I find the Angel Inn, ; J 

Where landlord, maids, and serving- \ 'ijl; 

men ;\ 

Receive me with a grin : 't\ 

Surely they can't remember Me, 

My hair is grey and scanter ; 
I'm changed, so changed since I was 
here— 

O Umpora mutantur / 
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That brought mc here with Pamela 

To spend our honeymoon. 
Ah mei I even recollect 

The shape of this decanter I— - 
We've since been both much put about— 

Umpara muiantur/ 

Ay, there's the clock, and looking* 

glass 
. Reflecting me again ; 
She voVd her Love was very fairi 

1 see I'm very plain. 

And there's that daub of Prince Leeboo : 

'Twas Pamela's fond banter 
To &ncy it resembled 

O iempara mutaHtnr / 



The curtains have been dyed ; but there, 

Unbroken, is the same. 
The very same crack'd pane of glass 

On which I scratch'd her name. 
Yes, there's her tiny flourish still ; 

It used to so enchant her ' 
To link two happy names in one-— 

O UmporamuUuUur / 



TEMPORA MUTANTURl 39 

H^ai brought this pi^m ker4 1 and 
why 

Was Pamela away f 
It may U she had found hergravi^ 

Or hi had found her gay. 
The fairest fade^ the best of men 

Have met with a sufiplanter / \ j •: 

I wish that I eould like this cry 

Of tempora mutantur I 
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CIRCUMSTANCE. 



' THSORANOB. 

) 



Ai i urns ifmwiMg nuSBon MtrrroN^ 

OmtkmiiiUtCm^i^imK^iri^uHwm, 
t tkmigkiMdihinkmtimimmm 

And mwkfimrd ikmi Si^itmkfr nmtij^ 
And ntn St^i m $ef*4 ctm^ ttgnin i 
I Andn§mw^r4mmrHtdt'^Miii/umvf^ 

ElTBACT n»M Mm. Rotif • DlAlY* 

It ripcn'd by the river banksi 
Where, mask and moonlight aid- 
ing, 
I Dons Bias and Juan play their pranks, 

Dark Donnas serenading. 



By Moorish damsel it was pluck'd. 
Beneath the golden day there \ 

By swain ^twas then in London sucVd-* 
Who flung the peel away there. 
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He could not know in PimlicOi 



And— wish them at the devil. 
1856L 
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As little she in SeviUe, f^ Jl 

That /should reel upon that peel, 
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Uf ARCADIA. 

\ \W Wkfmtvtr wu fotuUt t0 he kidtUm 

lii'l ■ - — "' 

I ' ^ The hcalthy-wcalthy-wisc affirm 

That early birds obtain the worm, — 

(The worm rose early too t) 
Who scorns his couch should glean by 
rights 
\\' { . A world of pleasant sounds and sights 

That vanish with the dew. 
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Bright Phosphor, from his watch re- 
( leased, 

t Now fading from the purple east, 

( As morning gets the stronger ; — 

The comely cock that vainly strives 
I To crow from sleep his drowsy wives, 

Who would be dozing longer. 



t 
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Uxorious Chanticleer— And hark 

Upraise thine eyes, and find the lark, u^ 

The matutine musician n t*' 

Who heavenward soars on rapture's |; I 

wings, j ; ( 

Sought, yet unseen— who mounts and j^/it 

sings 

In musical derision« 
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From sea-girt pile, where nobles dwell, 

A daughter waves her sire FarewtU ^ ' 

Across the sunlit water : it\ 

All these were heard or seen by ono 
Who stole a march upon that sun 

And then upon that daughter. 



This dainty maid, the country's pride, 
A white lamb trotting at her side, 

Had tript it through the park ; ) \ 

A fond and gentle foster-dam, 

Maybe she slumber'd with her lamb, " j ' f p 

IThus rising with the lark. j ^ 



I 
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The lambkin frisk'd, the lady fain 1 |!; 

Would coax him back, she call'd in || J.l 

vain, 
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The rebel proved unruly ; 
The sun came streaming o'er the lake ; — 
One followed for the maid's dear sake, 

A happy fellow truly. 

The maid gave chase, the lambkin ran 
As only woolly truant can 

Who never felt a crook ; 
Dut stayed at length, as if disposed 
To drink, where tawny sands disclosed 

The margin of a brook. 

His mistress, who had followed fast, 
Cried, ** Little rogue, you're caught at 
last ; 
YouVe made me lose my shoe 1 " 
She then the wanderer conve/d 
Where kindly shrubs^ in branching 
shade. 
Were screen and shelter too : 

And timidly she glanced around. 
All fearful lest the slightest sound 

Might mortal footfall be ; 
Thdn shrinkingly she stept aside 



ARCADIA. 3S 

One moment—- and her garter tied 
The truant to a tree. 



\ I 

i 
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Perhaps the world would like to know V \ 

The hue of this enchanting bow, } / 

And if 'twere silk or Laced ; * , ^ • i*^ 
No, not from him t Be pleased to think 

It might be cither— blue or pink ; '\ '• > 

'Twas tied with maiden taste. 

4 
\ 
I 

Suffice it that the ehild was fair ^ 

As Una, blythe, with golden hair. 

And come of high degree ; 
And though her feet were pure from 

stain, 
She turned her to th6 brook again, 

And laved them dreamingly. 

Awhile she sat in maiden mood. 
And watched the shadows from the 
wood, 

That varied on the stream ; 
And as each pretty foot she dipp'd. 
The little waves rose crystal-lipp'd 

In welcome, as 'twould seem. 



I! 
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•J I 

fl I Yet reveries are fleeting things, 

1' That come and go on whimsy wings ; 

As kindly fancy taught her, 
The Fair her tender day-dream nursed ; 
I { \ But when the light-blown bubble burst, 

.\j She wearied of the water ; 



) 



Betook her to the spot where, yet, 
. . Safe tcther'd lay her captured pet, 

) ({ To roving tastes a martyr ; 

ly ' - But all at once she spied a change. 



I 



And scream'd (it seem'd so very 
strange l)^ 
Cried Echo, Wker^s my garter t • • 

The Lady led her lambkin home I 
Maybe she thought, ''No more we'll 
roam 

At peep of day together ; '' 
Well, if they do, or if they don*t. 
It's pretty clear that roam she won't 

Without an extra tether. 

A pure white stone will mark this 
morn ; 
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He wears a prizei one gladly womi 

Love's gage, though not intended ; 
And let him wear it near his heart. 
Till sun, and moon, and stars depart, 
And chivalry has ended. 

Dull World I He now resigns to you 
The tinsel star, and ribbon blue. 

That pride for folly barters : 
He'll bear his cross amid your jars. 
His ribbon prize, and thank his stars 

He does not crave your garters* 

1849^ 
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\ THE CASTLE IN THE AIR. 

Tk4 oUt 9ld taU / my^ tktr/9 iht awmri : 

\ H^mt hard ms grmnii^ : 

Wk$hrimk»ahiartmHdth€m9mU9 
T0 gaiktr m^ HU krpken hiUt 
It Atariiess, yamH, 

You shake your saucy curlsi and vow 
\ I build no airy castles now ; 

, . You smile, and you are thinking too, 

He's nothing else on earth to do. 

i. 

It needs romance, my Lady Fair, 
To build a Castle in the Air : 
Ethereal brick, and rainbow beam, 

,' The gossamer of fancy's dream ; 

\ * Much, too, the architect may lack, 

;' Who labours in the Zodiac, 

To rear what I, from chime to chime^ 

' / Attempted once upon a time. 

1 
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My Castle was a gay retreat 

In Air, that rather gusty shire, 
A cherub's model country seat, — 

Could model cherub such require. 
Nor twinge nor tax existence tortured. 
Even the cherub spared my orchard I 
No worm destroyed the gourd I planted, 
And showers came when rain was wanted. 
I own'd a tract of purple mountain, 
A sweet mysterious haunted fountain, 
A terraced lawn, a summer lake. 

By sun- or moon-beam always bum- 
ish'd ; 
And then my cot, by some mistake, 

Unlike most cots, was neatly fur- 
nish'd.— 
A trellis'd porch, a pictured hall, 
A Hebe laughing from the wall ; 

Vases, Etruscan and Cathay ; 
While under arms and armour wreath'd 
In trophied guise, the marble breathed — 

A peering faun— a startled fay. 

On silken cushion, laced and pearlM, 
A shaggy pet from Skye was curl'd $ 
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While, drowsy-eyed, would dosing swing 
A parrot in his golden ring. 



t All this I saw one happy day, 

I And more than now I care to name i 

Here, lately shut, that work-box lay, 

1 There stood your own embroidery 

I frame. 

And over this piano bent 
A Form from some pure region lent 
Her auburn tresses darkly shone 
In clusters, lovely as your own ; 
And as her fingers touch'd the keys. 
How strangely they resembled these I 

Yes, you, you only, Lady Fair, 
Adom'd a Castle in the Air, 
Where Life, without the least foundation 
Became a charming occupation. 
We heard with much sublime disdain 
The far-off thunder of Cockaigne ; 
And saw through rifts of silver cloud 
The rolling smoke that hid the crowd. 
With souls released from earthly tether 
We hymn'd the tender moon together. . 



( 
( 



I 









THE CASTLE IN THE AIR. 11 ] ( 

Our sympathy from night to noon ''* Si I 

Rose crescent with that crescent moon ; .i *-( ' 

The night was briefer than the songi 

And happy as the day was long. 

We lived and loved in cloudless climeSi \ • f 

And died (in verse) a thousand times I 



I 






Yes, you, you only, Lady Fair, ' ,\j ' 



f* .« 



I 



Adom'd my Castle in the Air. /^''i 

Now, tell me, could you dwell content 

In such a baseless tenement? 

Say, could so delicate a flower l\ff 

Exist in such a breezy bower ? ; M 

Because, if you would settle in it, ^i | ,:;| 

'Twere built for love in half a minute. . .[] 



ff 



What's love? Why love (for two) at 

best i \\ 

Is only a delightful jest ; 
But not so nice for one or three,— '^ j j^^^ 

I only wish you'd jest with me. I ! , 

You shake your head and wonder why 

A denizen of dear Mayfair 
Should be so silly as to try 




43 POEMS OF FRBDSRICK LOCKBR. 

And build a Caitlc in the Air. 
" I've music, booksi and all/' you sayi 
'' To make the gravest lady gay. 
I'm told my essays mark research, 
My sketches have endoVd a church ; 
I've partners who have brilliant part»— 
I've lovers who have broken hearts. 
Poor Polly would not care to flyi 
And Mopi you know, was bom in Skye. 
To realise your tlte^h-iUi 
Might jeopardise a giddy pate ; 
Indeed, my much devoted vassal, 
Fm sorry that you've built your Castle I " 

The lady's smile showed no remorse,"— 
*' My worthless toy has lost its gild* 

I murmur'd with pathetic force, 
*' And here's an end of castle^buikU 
ing>'» 
Then strode away in mood morose 
To blame the Sago of Careless Goso ; 
He trifled with my talc of sorrow,— 
*' What's marr'd to-day is made to- 
morrow ; 
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Romance con roam not far from homci 
Knock sentlyi she must answer soon ; 

Vm sixty-fivci and yet I strive 
To hang my garland on the moon." 

1848. 
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A WISH. 

To the south of the churchi and beneath 
yonder yew, 
A pair of child lovers I've seen ; 
More than once were they there, and 
\\ the years of the two 

,, i i When united, might number thirteen. 

I They sat by a grave that had never a 

( stone 

The name of the dead to determine ; 
It was Life paying Death a brief visit, 
~-a known 
And a notable text for a sermon. 
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They tenderly prattled; oh what did 
they say ? 
The turf on that hillock was new. 
Little Friendsi could yc know aught of 
\ i U death or decay ? 

' i { Could the dead be regardful of you ? 

ii 
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I wish to believe, and believe it I 
musti 
That there her loved father was laid : 
I wish to believe — I will take it on 
trusts 

My Own, you are fivOi very nearly the 
age 
Of that poor little fatherless child, 
And some day a true-love your heart 
will engage. 
When on earth I my last may have 

smiled. 

:■ I 

Then come to my grave, like a good lit- 
tle lass, t I 
Where'er it may happen to be ; 
And if any daisies should peer through i| , 
the grass, 
Be sure tliey are kisses from me. 






• 1 



i ■ 



.1 



And place not a stone to distinguish my I . • 

name, . iW 

For stranger and gossip to see ; 
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But come with your loveti as these lov- 
ers came. 
And talk to him sweetly of me. 

And while you are smiling, your father 
will smile 
Such a dear little daughter to have ; 
But mind,-H>h yesi mind you are happy 
the whUe— 
iwUhjcm U visU mj^gravi. 
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GERALDINE GREEN. 
I. 

TUB SERENADE. 

T9 ieart mtart tweti ikmn Umgkier^ 
TkfH hUu iis kind Mtrprtter^ 
Andttm him tver ^fUr I 

Light slumber is quitting 

The eyelids it prcst ; 
The fairies are flitting, 

Who charm'd thee to rest. 
Where night dews were fallingi 

Now feeds the wild bee \ 
The starling is callingi 

My darling, for thee. 

The wavelets are crisper 
That thrill the shy fern ; 

The leaves fondly whisperp 
" We wait thy return.'' 
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« 

Arise then, and hazy 
I^wtnist from thee fling, 
I ; ^or sorrows that crazy 

;' To-morrows nuy bring. 

A vague yearning smote us, 
'j But wake not to weep ; 

^ 1 ^y bark, Love, shall float us 

;: Across the still deep, 

(i' To isles where the lotus 

li Erst luUed thee to sleep. 

j| , iSSi. ^ 



II. 

MY LIFE IS A 

At Worthing, an exile from Ccraldine 

How aimless, how wretched an exile is 
he I 

Promenades are not even prunella and 
leather 

To lovc«, if love« can't foot them 
together. 






sands ; 
Only *'GA" though her loved patro- 
nymic is *' Green,**^ 
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He flies the parade, by the ocean he I li 

stands; ij^ 

He traces a ** Geraldine G." on the V } 



X 
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" I will not betray thee, my own Geral- MJ j' '^ 

dine." "f H 



i '. 






The fortunes of men have a time and a 

tide, J 'j 

And Fate, the old Fury, will not be I 

denied: ; ii 

' • 1 ' 

That name was, of course, soon wiped i ^ 

out by the sea, — ].' I 

She jilted the exile, did Geraldine G. ;' ^ 

• • t 

; '■ i 

They meet, but they never have spoken ^^ • n \ 

since that ; r* 

He hopes she is happy— he knows she 
is fat ; 

SAe, wooed on the shore, now is wed in 
the Strand, — 

r , I 

And /—it was I wrote her name on the I ♦ 

sand. 
1854. 
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VANITY FAIR. 



** Vanitas vaniutum ** has rung in the 

ears 
Of gentle and simple for thousands of 
y years ; 

I) The wail still is heard, yet its notes never 

\i scare 

7 ' Either simple or gentle from Vanity 

Fair, 

I often hear people abusing it, yet 
There the young go to learn and the old 

to forget ; 
The mirth may be feigning^ the sheen 

may be glare. 
But the gingerbread's gilded in Vanity 

Fair. 

Old Dives there rolls in his charioti but 
mind 
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VANITY FAIR. 5 1 

Aira Cura is up with the lackeys be- 
hind ; 

Joan trudges with Jack|— «re the Sweet- 
hearts aware 

Of the trouble that waits them in Vanity 
Fair? 

We saw them all go, and we something 

may learn 
Of the harvest they reap when we see 

them return. 
The tree was enticingi its branches are 

bare,— 
Heigho for the promise of Vanity Fair. 

That stupid old DiveSi once honest 

enough, P 

His honesty sold for star, ribbon, and ^ i 

stuff; ;:' 

And Joan's pretty face has been clouded ( j I 

with care — ^ • 

Since Jack bought her ribbons at Vanity 

Fair. 

Contemptible Dives 1 too credulous / 

JoanI 



} 



*i«^. ^ - ^. A^ 



52 POEMS OP PRED9RICK LOCKER. 

Yet we all have a Vanity Fair of our 

own; 
My ton, you have yours, but you need 

not despair^ 
I own I've a weakness for Vanity Fair. 

Philosophy halts — ^wise counsels are 

vain. 
We gO| we repent/ we return there 

again; 
To-night you will certainly meet with us 

there— 
So coQie and be merry in Vanity Fair. 

iSssb 
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BRAMBLE-RISE. 



Tkttf ttmjfi mttrt u^h ike d^jfs ifjf^rt ; 

Six iummuri ptus^ and then 
T%mt muaingmmn W0mid if m€$ m §r e 

Tkt/nmininimtkteiem, 

Tin RuMST PiTCiiUb 

What changes meet my wistful eyes 
In quiet little Bramble-Rise, 

The pride of all the shire ; > . , 

How altered is each pleasant nook ;— I ! 

And used the dumpy church to look 

So dumpy in the spire ? / j 

This village is no longer mine ; J 

And though the Inn has changed itsi - 
sign, 

The beer may not be stronger ; i 

The river, dwindled by degrees. 
Is now a brook, the cottages 

Are cottages no longer. 
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The mud is brick, the thatch is slate. 
The pound has tumbled out of date. 

And all the trees arc stunted : 
Surely these thistles once grew figs. 
These geese were swans, and once these 

More musically grunted. 

Where boys and girls pursued their 

sports 
A locomotive puffs and snorts, 
And gets my malediction ; 
The turf is dust — the elves are fled 
The ponds have shrunk — and tastes have 

spread 
To photograph and fiction. 



Ah, there's a face I know again, 
There's Patty trotting down the lane 

To fill her pail with water ; 
Yes, Patty I but I fear she's not 
) The tricksy Pat that used to trot, 

But Patty,— Patty's daughter t 

And has she, too, outlived the spells 
Of breesy hills and silent dells 



ii 
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And senseless too, for Madame Fate 
Is not the fickle reprobate 

That moody sages thought her ; 
My heart leaps up, and I rejoice, 
As falls upon my ear thy voicci 

My little friskful daughter. 



*■ 
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Where childhood loved to ramble ? | [i | 

Then life was thomless to our ken, 
Andy Bramble- Rise, thy hills were then 

A rise without a bramble* 



• 1 



Whence comes the change? 'Twere 

simply told ; 

For some grow wise, and some grow Y 

cold, 
And all feel time and trouble : 
If life an empty bubble be, 
How sad for those who cannot see 
The rainbow in the bubble I 
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Come hither, fairy, perch on these 

Thy most unworthy father's knees, .' 1 

And tell him all about it. * | 

Are dolls a sham ? Can men be base ? 
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When gating on thy blessed face 
I'm quite prepared to doubt it 

Though life is eall'd a doleful jaunt. 
Though earthly Joys, the wisest granti 

Have no enduring basis ; 
It's pleasant in this lower sphere. 
To find with Puss, my daughter dear, 

A little cool oasis t 

Oh, may's! thou some day own, sweet 

elf, 
A pet Just like thy winsome self. 

Her sanguine thoughts to borrow ; 
Content to use her brighter eyes, 
Accept her childish ecstasies,— 

If need be, share her sorrow. 

The wisdom of thy prattle cheers 

This heart ; and when, outworn in years, 

And homeward I am starting. 

Lead me, my darling, gently down 

To life's dim strand t the skies may 

frown,— 

But weep not for our parting. 
Aprils 1857. 
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OLD LETTERS. 

/Afw S9rrwwt €9m§ 9 Hnaflinntri 9pid9 
it tmrikfy UU* mm tmiMy kmkhU f 

it ttm§t §mt dmii^ 9r t$mtttki9i^ dtmd f 
O mmjf /, mmjffii i tkmttj^ur trmUtf 

A^t t$ U it^ mmd it U/mirt 

r$tr mttm {j^our tUUrt mmdynir ktiitrt/i 
Wk§ cmfft ittkprtiiy im tht^ir^ 

FhI fmiif mt tmtt mS^mi iMr Mttrt, 

Ubr Lvmu» 

Old letters t wipe away the tear 
For lines so pale, so vainly worded } 

A Pilgrim finds his Journey here 
Since first his youthful loins were 
girded. 

YeS| here are wails from Clapham 
Grove ; 
How could philosophy expect us 
To live with Dr. Wise, and love 
Rice pudding and the Greek De- 
lectus ? 
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How Strange to commune with the 
Dead I 
Dead joys, dead loves } and wishes 
thwarted : 
Here's cruel proof of friendships fled, 
And| sad enough, of friends departed* 

Yes, here's the offer that I wrote 

In '33 to Lucy Diver ; 
And here John Wylie's begging note,— : 

He never paid me back a stiver. 

Here's news from Paternoster Row ; 

How mad I was when first I learnt it t 
They would not take my Book, and now 

I wish to goodness I had burnt it 

A ghasUy biU t " I disappraviJ* 
And yet She help'd me to defray it :— 

What tokens of a mother's love 1 
O bitter thought,— I can't repay it 

And here's a score of notes at last, • 
With " Ziw" and " Dove,'' and 
" Sever f Never "y 
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a 
I 

Though hopei though passion may be 

Their perfume seems— <ih, sweet as 

ever. I 

I 

A human heart should beat for two, I 

Whate'er may say your single scorn- ( 

ersj 

And all the hearths I ever knew 
Had got a pair of chimney-comers. 



See here a double violet- 
Two locks of hair— A deal of scandal ; 
m bum what only brings regret— 
Kittyi g0| fetch a lighted candle. 

t8s& 



( 



i / 



i 



*«»->■■ i>.«.. ^^-rr^- ■...,^/. .....> _ .. -. .■■ , ; ^ ;.,.,„^. -.^^ 



(' 



MY FIRST-BORN. 

F9r wAmt mpt u tn t* Mkt tmik» fMA«« 9kt #/nM ktt 
ii/i, 

I^tTTLB PiTCNUU 

''He shan't be their namesake, the 
rather 
' That both are such opulent men : 
His name shall be that of his father. 
My Benjamini shorten'd to Ben. 

** Yes, Ben, though it cost him a portion 
In each of my relatives' wills : 

I scorn such baptismal extortion— 
(That creaking of boots must be 
SquiUs.) 

'^ It is clear, though his means may be 
narrow. 
This infant his Age will adorn ; 
I shall send him to Oxford from Har* 
row, — 
I wonder how soon he'll be born 1 ^ 
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MY FIRST-BORN. 
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A spouse tlius was airing his fancies 
Belowy 'twas a labour of love. 

And was calmly reflecting on Nancy's 
More practical labour above ; 






Yet while it so pleased him to ponder. 

Elated, at ease, and alone ; 
That pale, patient victim up yonder 

Had budding delights of her own : 

Sweet thoughts, in their essence diviner 
Than paltry ambition and pelf; 

A cherub, no babe will be finer I 
Invented and nursed by herself; 

At breakfast, and dining, and tea-ing. 
An appetite naught can appease. 

And quite a Young-Rcasoning-Dcing 
When call'd on to yawn and to sneeze. 



i( 
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What cares that heart, trusting and 
tender. 

For fame or avuncular wills ? 
Except for the name and the gender, 

She*s almost as tranquil as Squills. 
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That father, in reverie centred, 
t Dttmbfounder'di his thoughts in a 

whirl, 
Heard Squills, as the creaking boots 
enter'd, 
Announce that his Boy was^^ Girl* 
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THE WIDOWS MITE. 
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A Widow— «he had only one I 

A puny and decrepit son ; U 

Dut» day and nighti ' 

Though fretful oft, and weak and smalli ^ \ 

A loving childy he was her all— 

The Widow's Mite. 

The Widow's Mite— ay, so sustain'di 
She battled onward, nor complained 

Tho' friends were fewer : 
And while she toil'd for daily Dure, 
A little crutch upon the stair 

Was music to her. 

I saw her then — and now I see 

That, though resign'd and cheerful, she 

Has sorrowed much : • | 

She has, He gave it tenderly. 
Much faith i and, carefully laid by, \ 

A little crutch. 
185& 
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ST. GEORGE'S, HANOVER 
SQUARE. 



Or tPfm gmnt ; 
Mt^SmiUf»fyrkitk€tUcided 

ti 



She pass'd up the aisle on the arm of 

her sire, 
A delicate lady in bridal attire, 

Fair emblem of virgin simplicity ; 
Half London was there, and, my word, 

there were few 
That stood by the altar, or hid in a pew, 
But envied Lord Nigel's felicity. 

Beautiful Bride I— So meek in thy splen- 
dour. 

So frank in thy love, and its trusting 
surrender. 
Departing you leave us the town 
dimt 
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May happiness wing to thy bower, un- 
sought, \\ 

And may Nigel, esteeming his bliss as 
he ought, 
. Prove worthy thy worship,— con- 
found him I (' I 

I 



ii 



[: 



■ I 

i; 









.( 



ll 



J 



I- 



1 

I 

!| 

• } 



A HUMAN SKULL. 



.j ' A HUMAN SkiiUt I bou^t it passiiig 

cheap, 
Indeed 'twas dearer to its first em* 
' j ployer I 

I thought mortality did well to keep 
Some mute memento of the Old De- 
stroyer* 



Time was, some may have prised its 
'j blooming skin ; 

Here lips were woo^d, perhaps, in 
transport tender ; 
; * Some may have chuck'd what was a 



dimpled chin, 
And never had my doubt about its 
gender. 

Did she live yesterday or ages back ? 
What colour were the eyes when 
bright and waking ? 
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And were your ringlets fair, or brown, 
or blacki 
Poor little head I that long has done 
with aching ? 

It may have held (to shoot some random 
shots) 
Thy brains, Elisa Fry I or Baron 
Byron's ; 
The wits of Nelly Gwynn, or Doctor 
Watts- 
Two quoted bards. Two philanthropic 
sirens. 

But this I trust is clearly understood ; 

If man or woman, if adored or hated^- 
Whoever own'd this Skull was not so 
good, 
Nor quite so bad as many may have 
stated. 

(Vho love can need no special type of 
Pcath ; 
Death steals his icy hand where Love 
reposes ; 
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Alas for love^ alas for fleeting breath — 
Immortelles bloom with Beauty's bridal 
roses. 

O true-love mine, what lines of care are 
these? 
The heart still lingers with its golden 
hours. 
But fading tints are on the chestnut- 
trees. 
And where is all that lavish wealth 
of flowers ? 

The end is near. Life lacks what once 

it gave. 
Yet death has promises that call for 

praises; 
A very worthless rogue may dig the 

grave, 
But hands unseen will dress the turf 

with 
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TO MY OLD FRIEND POSTUMUS. 

7> tmttmnr smUet mwtg^, 
Jim ^mrtuat tkmi ««#/r«lr. 

My Friendy our few remaining yean 

Are hastening to an end. 
They glide away, and lines are here 

That time can never mend ; 
Thy blameless life avaik thee not|— 

My Friendi my dear old Friend t 

Death lifts a burthen from the poor, 

And brings the weary rest. 
But oft from earth's green orchard trees 

The canker takes our best — 
The Well-beloved I she bloom'di and 
now 

The turf is on her breast* 
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Alas for love t This peaceful home t 

The darling at my knee I 
My own dear wife I Thyself, old Friend I 

And must it come to me, 
That any face shall fill my place 

Unknown to them and thee ? 



Ay, all too vainly are we screen'd 
From peril, day and night ; 

Those awful rapids must be shot, 
Our shallop will be slight ;— 

O pray that then we may descry 
I Some cheering beacon*light 

t 
\ 



LOULOU AND HER CAT. 

Sxtrtmtljf mi hmt^ mtj^ tkmt, 
li it n0i 9m(j^ emi #r r»/, 
Or Am$mi^ r^tm^ #r ik^itfy eMsi, 
T%mi mak€t MCf fittmrigt p U -m ^i , 

Good pastry is vended 

In Cit^ Fadette ; 
MaUon Pons can make splendid 

Brioche and gaUtU* 

Atsiiu Pons is so fat that 

He's laid on the shelf; 
Madanu had a cat that 

Was fat as herself. 

Long hair, soft as satin^ 

A musical purri 
'Gainst the window she'd flatten 

Her delicate fur. 
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I drove Lou to see what 
These worthies were at|— 

In rapture, cried she, '' What 
An exquisite cat t 

** What whiskers I She's purring 

All over. Regale 
Our eyes, /W/, by stirring 

Your feathery tail t 

** Afsieu PatiSf will you sell her ? ** 

** Maftmnu tsi sortie^ 
Your offer Til tell her ; 

But-— will she ? " says he. 

Yet Pans was persuaded 

To part with the prize : 
(Our bargain was aided, 

My Lou, by your eyes t) 

From his Ugiiime save him,— 

My spouse I prefer, — 
For I warrant hU gave him 

Un mauvais quart d^hiure* 
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Pm giving a pleasant 

Grimalkin to Lou,— 
Ahi FusSf what a present 

I'm giving to you I 
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THE NYMPH OF THE WELL. 

O/€0mrst p/milhtrnwiUp ske mnui Se tht MU ; 
(/mi T^$mbridgtj0m tkmmee U/mU U wiik m Utke^ 
Km wittmi fmtt mU mUk m drmi^kijrwm tkt 

waif 

She smUed as she gave him a draught 
from the springleti — 
O Tunbridge, thy waters are bitter, 
alasl 
But love has an ambush in dimple and 
ringlet ; 
** Thy health, pretty maiden ! ** He 
emptied the glass. 

He saw, and he loved her, nor cared 
he to quit her ; 
The oftener be came there, the 
longer he sta/d ; 
Indeed though the spring was exteed- 
ingly bitter, , 

We found him eternally pledging the 
maid. 
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A prtux chevaHtr^ and but lately a 
cripple. 
He met with his hurt where a regi- 
ment fell ; 
But worse was he wounded when stay- 
ing to tipple 
A bumper to '* Phoebei the Nymph 
of the Well." 

Some swore he was old, that his laurels 
were faded, 
All vow'd she was vastly too nice for 
a nurse; 
But love never looks on the matter as 
they did, — 
She took the brave soldier for better 
or worse. 

And here is the home of her fondest 
election, 
The walls may be worn, but the ivy is 
green ; 
And here she has tenderly twined her 
affection 
Around a true soldier who bled for 
the Queen. 
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See, yonder he sitSi where the church- 
bells invite us, 
What child is that spelling the epi- 
taphs there ? 
Tb the joy of his age ; and may love 
so requite us. 
When time shall have broken, or 
sickness, or care. 



I! 
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And when he is gone, thro' her widow- 
hood lowly 
Hell still live as Chivahys Light to 
her son : 
But only on days that are high and are 
holy 
She will show him the Crou that her 
hero had won* 

So taught, he will rather take after his 
lather, 
And wear a long sword to our ene- 
mies' loss ; 
And some day or other hell bring to 
his mother 
Victoria's gift— the Victoria Cross I 



THE NYMPH OF THE WELL. ^^ 

And then will her darling, like all good 
and true ones. 
Console and sustain her — the weak 
and the strongs 
And some day or other two black eyes 
or blue ones 
Will smile on his path as he Jour^ 
neys along. 
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HER QUIET RESTING-PLACE. 

Ai Smtmtfs nnme thifmuef^mft 
With ckimuHg ik^ughU 0/earfy dt^t, 

AndkHU^iM Mnwrumg ! 
Wktm mii i^/mir 9ur/mturi tmiUd, 
Wkm th§ nmM Mirtif* mdtfUd tkiid^ 
And I VHU y99mi* 
# # # # 

And tutmmtr smile*, hut tmmmtr t^Ut 

CwW tttVtf €M4U^ftt wh4T€ Mf^fVfV dfVtli$'" 

N0 maidtn/tUr^ 
Ortmdt prgt^^ ike^auer M«r,^ 
And ttiil ikt m9tek4evtd tUUr irut 

Tkrm9 iJUulmu tturt, 

HsR quiet resting-place is far away ; 
None dwelling there can tell you her 
sad story. 
The stones are mute. The stones could 
only say, 
^ A kunMd ipirU passed away io 

She loved the murmur of this mighty 
town; 



.\ 
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The lark rejoiced her from iu lattice 

prison; 
A streamlet lulls her now, the bird has 

flown. 
Some dust is waiting there— « soul has 

risen. 



No city smoke to stain the heather 
bells; 
Sighi gentle winds, around my lone 
love sleeping ;— 
She bore her burthen here, but now she 
dwells 
Where scomer never came, and none 
are weeping. 

My name was falter'd with her parting 
breath; 
These arms were round my darling at 
the latest ; 
All scenes of death are woe, but painful 
death 
In those wc dearly love is woe the 
greatest 
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I could not die : Hi willed it otherwise ; 
My lot is herey and sorrow, wearing 
older, 

y Weighs down the heart, but does not 

fill the eyes,— 
Even my friends may think that I am 



f 



'i colder. 
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But when at times I steal away from 
these, 
To find her grave, and pray to be for- 
given, 

/{ And when I watch beside her on my 

knees, 
I think I am a little nearer heaven* 



I' 
I 
I 



f; 



17 



'.I 



I86I. 



REPLY TO A LETTER ENCLOSING 
A LOCK OF HAIR. 

tlUU tkmi cUmlxr smali; 
i tvem k*id k*r ruther tighi, 

Ftr/ear tk»i »k€ 9k$%Ud/mti. 
A d0MeH girU wtre ekir/img fwmdt 

Likijive-mnd'tt^eniy limMU ;— 

S9m*Jivt-mnd'4v»«H$3f mimtUM* 

Yes, yott were falsei and| if Tm free, 

I still would be the slave of yore ; 
Then, join'd, our years were thirty-three, 

And now, — yes, now I'm thirty-four. 
And though you were not learned— well, 

I was not anxious you should grow 
so;— 
I trembled once beneath her spell 

Whose spelling was extremely so-so. 

Bright season t why will Memory 
Still haunt the path our rambles 
took,— 
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The sparrow's nest that made you cr/i 
The lilies captured in the brook ? 

I'd lifted you from side to side, 
(You seem'd as light as that poor 
sparrow ;) 

I know who wish'd it twice as wide, 
I think ^^i# thought it rather narrow. 

Time was, indeed a little while. 

My pony could your heart compel ; 
And once, beside the meadow-stile, 

I tliought you loved me just as well ; 
I'd kiss'd your cheek ; in sweet siirprise 

Your troubled gaze said plainly, 
** Should he ? " 
But doubt soon fled those daisy eyes,— 

*^ He could not mean to vex me, could 
he?" 

The brightest eyes are soonest sad, 
Dut your rose check, so lightly sway'd, 

Could ripple into dimples glad ; 
For oh, fair friend, what mirth we 
made I 

The brightest tears are soonest dried, 
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Dut your young love and dole were 
stable ; 
Yott wept when dear old Rover died, 
Yon wept— and dress'd your dolb in 
sable. 

As year succeeds to year^ the more 

Imperfect life's fruition seems ; 
Our dreams, as baseless as of yore. 

Are not the same enchanting dreams. 
The girls I love now vote me slow— 

How dull the boys who once seem'd 
witty I 
Perhaps Tm growing old, I know 

I'm still romantic, more*s the pity. 

Vain the regret— to few, perchance. 

Unknown, and profitless to all : 
The wisely-gay, as years advance. 

Are gaily-wise. Whatever befall, 
We'll hiugh at folly, whether seen 

Under a chimney or a steeple ; 
At yours, at mine — our own, I 
mean. 

As well as that of other people. 
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I'm fond of fun, the mental dew 

Where wit, and truth, and ruth are 
blent ; 
And yet I've known a prig or two, 

Who, wanting all, were all content I 
To say I hate such dismal men 

Might be esteem'd a strong assertionii 
If I've blue devils, now and then, 

I make them dance for my diversion. 

And here's your letter debonair— 

**My frUndf my dear old frUnd of 
yoref^ 
And is this curl your daughter's haur ? 

I've seen the Titian tint before. 
Are we the pair that used to pass 

Long days beneath the chestnut 
shady? 
Then you were such a pretty lass-* 

I'm told you're now aa fair a lady» 

I've laugh'd to hide the tear I shed, 
As when the Jester's bosom swells. 

And mournfully he shakes his head, 
We hear the jingle of his bells. 
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A jesting vein your poet vcx'd. 
And this poor rhymoi the Fates de« 
tcrminci 

Without a parson or a text» 
Has proved a rather prosy sermon. 

ISS9. 



THE BEAR PIT. 

IN THE ZOOLOGICAL GARDENS, 

// 9t€m* tkmt^mr Bruim kmt tuver kmd/tma 
'TMjftMdmtmimBeiJU^mmdwiMmfmimgremM, 

Old Aoaob* 

* 

[ We liked the bear's serio-comical face. 

As he loU'd with a laz/i a lumbering 

grace; 
Said Slyboots to me (just as if /A/ had 

none), 
''Papa, let's give Bruin a bit of your 

bun." 

Says I, " A plum bun might please wist* 
[ ful old Bruin, 

/ He can't eat the stone that the cruel 

. boy threw in ; 

j ^ Stick y^urs on the point of mamma's 

{. parasol, 

{i And then he will climb to the top of the 

pole. 
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''Some bears have got two Itg^, and 

some have got morei 
Be good to old bears if they've no legs 

or four ; 
Of duty to age you should never be 

careless,— 
My dear, I am bald, and I soon may be 

hairless 1 

''The gravest aversion exists among 

bears 
From rude forward persons who give 

themselves airs,*- 
We know how some graceless young 

people were mauVd 
For plaguing a Prophet, and calling him 

" Strange ursine devotion I Their dan- 

cing*days ended, 
Dears die to 'remove' what, in life, 

they defended : 
They succour'd the Prophet, and, since 

that affair. 
The bald have a painful regard for the 

bean" 



V. 
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My Moral— Small people may read it, 

and run. 
(The child has my moral|«»the bear has 

my bun.) 
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MY NEIGHBOUR ROSE. 

Amdkmmvtfe* m$td weneke*^ tesi mdti, 

JM> tuigiiUmr i* mstir : 
iSir coekkc and pie «*# imifs ii tm 

B€hfnd€ tk4 tU p tr Jtr / 

Though waUs but thin our hearths 

divide, 
We're strangersi dwelling side by side ; 
How gaily all your days must glide 

Unvex'd by labour. 
I've seen you weep, and could have 

wept; 
Fve heard you sing, (and might have 

slept 1) 
Sometimes I hear your chimney swept. 
My charming neighbour I 

Your pets are mine. Pray what may 

ail 
The pup, once eloquent of tail ? 
I wonder why your nightingale 
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Is mute at sunset. 
Your pussi demure and pensive, seems 
Too fat to mouse. Much slie esteems 
Yon sunny wall, and, dosing, dreams 

Of mice she once ate. 

Our tastes agree. I dote upon 
Frail jars, turquoise and celadon, 
The Wedding March of Mendelssohn, 

And Penscroso, 
When sorely tempted to purloin 
Your pMd of Marc Antoine, 
Fair virtue dotli fair play enjoin, 

Fair Virtuoso I 

At times an Ariel, cruel-kind. 

Will kiss my lips, and stir your blind. 

And whisper low, " She hides behind | 

Thou art not lonely." 
The tricksy sprite would erst assist 
At hush'd Verona's moonlight tryst ;— 
Sweet Capulet, thou wert not kiss'd 

By light winds only. 

I miss the simple days of yore. 

When two long braids of hair you wore. 
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MY NEIGHBOUR ROSE. 9I 

And cAaf MU was wondcr*d o'er. 

In corner cosy. 
But gnzc not back for talcs like ihosc : 
It's all in order, I suppose ; 
The Dud is now a blooming Rose,— 

A rosy-posy I 

Indeed, farewell to bygone years ; 
How wonderful the change appears ; 
For curates now, and cavaliers, 

In turn perplex you : 
The last are birds of feather gay, 
Who swear the first are birds of prey ; 
I'd scare them all had I my way. 

But that might vex you. 

Sometimes I've envied, it is true. 
That hero, joyous twenty-two, 
Who sent bouquets and biUets dcux^ 

And wore a Scabre. 
The rogue I how close his arm he 

wound 
About her waist, who never frown'd. 
He loves you, Child. Now, is he bound 

To love my neighbour ? 
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The bells arc ringing. As is meet 
White favours fascinate the street. 
Sweet faces greet me, rueful*sweet 

'Twixt tears and laughter : 
They crowd the door to see her go. 
The bliss of one brings many woe ; 
Ohf kiss the bridCi and I will throw 

The old shoe after. 

What change in one short aftemootti 
My own dear neighbour gonCi'^so soon I 
Is yon pale orb her honey-moon 

Slow rising hither ? 
O Lady» wan and marvellous t 
How oft have we held commune thus ; 
Sweet memory shall dwell with US|— 

And joy go with her. 

i86l 



THE OLD OAK-TREE AT HAT- 
FIELD BROADOAK. 

fTiU/f Tfttynt tUtMtf C0m*, « tmit mUk m 

tiimg 

WlnUd he rmtktr tt0 mtmek ^fmn txctttemi iking/ 

ttmtii >MW« i w ww/ , «r tirngfrna ikt 9mg% 

Mj Ymrt mr€ tm ikmti mmti jfmr Kmr* mre §§0 

imi% 

Lrrrui PiTom. 

A MIGHTY growth I The county side 
Lamented when the Giant died. 

For England loves her trees : 
What misty legends round him cling ; 
How lavishly he once could fling 

His acorns to the breeze I 

Who struck a thousand roots in fame. 
Who gave the district half iu name, 

Will not be soon forgotten : 
Last spring he show'd but one green 

boughi 
The red leaves hang there yet,-- and 

now 
His very props are rotten t 
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Elate, the thunderbolt he braved. 
For centuries his branches waved 

A welcome to the blast ; 
From reign to reign he bore a spell ; 
No forester had dared to fell 

What dme has fell'd at last. 

The Monarch wore a leafy crowni— 
And wolves, ere wolves were hunted 
down. 

Found shelter in his gloom ; 
Unnumber'd squirrels frolicked free, 
Glad music fill*d the gallant Tree 

From stem to topmost bloom. 

It's hard to say, 'twere vain to seek, 
When first he ventured forth, a meek 

Petitioner for dew ; 
No Saxofi spade disturbed his root, 
The rabbit spared the tender shoot, 

And valiantly he grew, 

And show'd some inches from the ground 
When St. Augustine came and found 
Us very proper Vandals : 
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THE 0L|> OAK-TREE. 9$ 

Then nymphs h^0 bluer eyes than hose. 
England then measured men by blowsi 
And measured time by candles. 

The pilgrim bless'd his grateful shade 
Ere Richard led the first crusade ; 

And maidens loved to dance 
Where, boy and man, in summer-time, 
Chaucer once ponder'd o'er his rhyme j 

And Robin Hood, perchancci 

Stole hither to Maid Marian ; 
(And if they did not comci one can 

At any rate suppose it) ; 
They met beneath the mistletoei— 
We've done the same, and ought to know 

The reason why they chose it I 

And this was call*d the TraUot^s 

Branchy 
Guy Warwick hung six yeomen stanch 

Along its mighty fork ; 

Uncivil wars for them I The fair 

Red rose and white still bloom, but | 

where | 

Are Lancaster and York ? /j 
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Right mournfully his leaves he shed 
To shroud the graves of England's deadf 

By English falchion slain ; 
And cheerfully, for England's sake^ 
He sent his kin to sea with Drake, 

When Tudor humbled Spain. 

WhUe Blake was fighting with the Dutch 
They gave his poor old arms a crutch ; 

And thrice four maids and men ate 
A meal within his rugged bark. 
When Coventry bewitch'd the Park, 

And Chatham swayed the Senate. 

His few remaining boughs were green. 
And dappled sunbeams danced between 

Upon the dappled deer, 
When, clad in black, two mourners met 
To read the Waterloo Gazette,— 

They moum'd their darling here. 

They join'd their boy. The tree at last 
lies, prone, discoursing of the past, 
Some fancy-dreams awaking ; 
At rest, though headlong changes come, 



THE OLD OAK-TREE. 97 

Though nations arm to roll of drum. 
And dynasties are quaking. 

Romantic spot I By honest pride 

Of old tradition sanctified ; 

My pensive vigil keeping, 

Thy beauty moves mc like a spell, 

And thoughts, and tender thoughts, up* 

well. 

That fill my heart to weeping. 
• • • • • 

The Squire affirms with gravest look, 
His Oak goes up to Domesday Book : 

And some say even higher ! 
We rode last week to see the Ruin, 
We love the fair domain it grew in. 

And well we love the Squire. 

A nature loyally controlled, 

And fashion'd in that righteous mould 

Of English gentleman ; 
My child some day will read these 

rhymes, 
She loved her '' godpapa '* betimes,— 

The little Christian I 
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I love the Past, Its ripe pleas&nce, 
And lusty thought, and dim romances- 
Its heart-compelling ditties ; 
But more, these ties, in mercy sent. 
With faith and true affection blent, 
And, wanting them, I were content 
To murmur, "JVumc dimiUis/^ 

Halunobuet: ApHi^iM^^^ 



TO MY GRANDMOTHER. 

(SUGGESTED BY A PICTURE BY MR* 

ROMNEY.) 

Umdtr tkt €im « rutiie umi 
Wmi murrUH SmmsfM^i rtirHti 



This relative of mine. 
Was she seventy-and-nine 

When she died ? 
By the canvas may be seen 
How she look'd at seventeeUi 

As a bride. 

Beneath a summer tree» 
Her maiden reverie 

Has a charm ; 
Her ringlets are in taste ; 
What an arm I . . what a waist 

For an arm I 



I 
I 
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With her bridal-wreathy bouquet, 
Lace farthingale, and gay 

Fatbala^ — 
Were Romney's limning true. 
What a lucky dog were you, 

Grandpapa I 

Her lips are sweet as love ; 

They are parting I Do they move ? 

Are they dumb ? 
Her eyes are blue, and beam 
Beseechingly, and seem 

To say, " Come I •• 

What funny fancy slips 

From atween these cheity lips ? 



{ Whisper me, 

I 



Sweet sorceress in paint. 
What canon says I mayn't 
Marry thee? 

That good-for-nothing Time 
Has a confidence sublime 1 

When I first 
Saw this lady, in my youth. 
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Her winters had, forsooth. 
Done their worst 

Her locks, as white as snow, 
Once shamed the swarthy crow : 

By-and-by 
That fowl's avenging sprite 
Set his cruel foot for spite 

Near her eye. 

Her rounded form was lean, 
And her silk was bombazine : 

Well I wot 
With her needles would she sit, 
And for hours would she knit,— 

Would she not ? 

Ahy perishable clay ; 

Her charms had dropt away 

One by one : 
But if she heaved a sigh 
With a burthen, it was, '^ Thy 

Will be done." 

In travail, as in tears, 
With the fardel of her years 
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Ovcipresty 
In mercy she was borne ^ 
Where the weary and the worn 

Are at rest 

O, if you now are there, 
And sweet as once you werci 

Grandmamma^ 
This nether world agrees 
Twill^dl the better please 

Grandpapa. 
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THE SKELETON IN THE CUP- 

BOARD. 

mtUdwUk i^JimM thit€ig»r 

The characters of great and small 
Come ready made, we can't bespeak 
one; 
Their sides are many, too, — and all 
(Except ourselves) have got a weak 
one. 
Some sanguine people love for lifci 
Some love their hobby till it flings 
them. — 
How many love a pretty wife 
For love of the Ulai she brings them I 

A little to relieve my mind 

IVe thrown off this disjointed chatter, 
But more because I'm disinclined 

To enter on a painful matter : 
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Once I was bashful ; I'll allow 
Tve blush'd for words untimely 
spoken; 

I still am rather sh/i and now • • • 
And now the ice is fairly broken. 

We all have secrets : you have one 
Which mayn't be quite your charm- 
I ing spouse's ; 

We all lock up a skeleton 

In some grim chamber of our houses ; 
Familiars who exhaust their days 
I And nights in probing where our 

smart is — 
) And whO| excepting spiteful ways. 

Arc ** silcnti unassuming /ar/iV/." 



We hug this phantom we detest. 

Rarely we let it cross our portals : 
It is a most exacting guest, — 

NoW| arc we not afflicted mortals ? 
Your neighbour Gay, tliat jovial wight, 

As Dives rich, and brave as Hector— 
Poor Gay steals twenty times a night. 

On shaking knees, to see his spectre. 
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Old Dives fears a pauper fate. 

So hoarding in his ruling passion ; — 
Some gloomy souls anticipate 
A waistcoat, straiter than the fash- 
ion I — 
She childless pines, that lonely wife, 
And secret tears are bitter shed- 
ding ;— 
Hector may tremble all his life. 
And die, — ^but not of that he's dread* 
ing. 

Ah me, the World I How fast it spins I 

The beldams dance, tlie caldron bub* 
blcs ; 
They shriek,— they stir it for our sins. 

And wc must drain it for our troubles. 
We toil, we groan ; — the cry for love 

Mounts up from tliis poor seething 
city. 
And yet I know we have above 

A Father, infinite in pity. 

When Beauty smiles, when Sorrow 
weeps. 
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Where sunbeams playi where shadows 
darkeiii 
One inmate of our dwelling keeps 

Its ghastly carnival ;— but hearken I 
How dry the rattle of the bones I 
That sound was not to make you start 
meant: 
Stand by t Your humble servant owns 
The Tenant of this Dark Apartment. 



ON AN OLD MUFF. 

Ht erntmti bi €9mpUU in «itfil/ 
A wif M wiiknti « mtrry tk^ughi 

Time has a magic wand I 
What it this meets my hsuidi 
Moth-eaten, mouldy, and 

Covcr'd with fluff? 
Faded, and stiff, and scant ; 
Can it be ? no, it can't— 
Yes, I declare, it's Aunt 
Prudence's Muff I 

Years ago, twenty-three, 
Old Uncle Doubledee 
Gave it to Aunty P. 

Laughing and teasing— 
" Pru., of the breezy curls. 
Whisper those solemn churls, 
m^ai holds a pretty girts 

Hand wUkaut squaaing t ** 



.-J 
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Uncle was then a lad 
Gay, but, I grieve to add, 
Sinful ; if smoking bad 

Baccy s vice : 
Glossy was then this mink 
Muff, lined with pretty pink 
Satin, which maidens think 

" Awfully nice I •• 

I seem to see again 

Aunt in her hood and train, 

Glide, with a sweet disdain. 

Gravely to Meeting : 
Psalm-book, and kerchief new, 
Peep'd from the Muff of Pni.; 
Young men, and pious too. 

Giving her greeting. 

Sweetly her Sabbath sped 
Then ; from this Muff, it's said, 
Tracts she distributed : — 

Converts (till Monday I) 
Lured by the grace they lack'd, 
Followed her. One, in fact, 
Ask'd for— >and got his tract 

Twice of a Sunday I 
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Love has a potent spell ; 
Soon this bold Wtr-do-wtU^ 
Aunt^s too susceptible 

Heart undermining, 
SUpty so the scandal runs, 
Notes in the pretty nun's 
Muflf, triple-corner'd ones. 

Pink as its lining* 

Worse follow'd, soon the jade 

Fled (to oblige her blade I) 

Whilst her friends thought that they'd 

Lock'd her up tightly : 
After such shocking games - 
Aunt is of wedded dames 
Gayest, and now her name's 

Mrs. Golightly. 

In female conduct flaw 
Sadder I never saw, 
Faith still I've in the kw 

Of compensation. 
Once Uncle went astray, 
Smoked, joked, and swore away, 
Sworn by he's now, by a 

Large congregation. 



I' 
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Changed is the Child of Sin, 
Now he's (he once was thin) 
Grave, with a double chin, — 

Blest be his fat form I 
Changed is the garb he wore. 
Preacher was never more 
Prized than is Uncle for 

Pulpit or platform. 

If airs as best befits 
Mortals of slender wits, 
Then beg this Muff and its 

Fair Owner pardon : 
AW s for the best^ indeed 
Such is My simple creed ; 
Still I must go and weed 

Hard in my garden. 



AN INVITATION TO ROME, AND 
THE REPLY. 

THE INVITATION. 

Oh, come to Rome, it is a pleasant 
place, 
Your London sun is here, and smiling 
brightly ; 
The Briton, too, puts on his cheery face, 
And Mrs. Bull acquits herself politely. 
The Romans are an easy-going race, 
With simple wives more dignified 
than sprightly ; 
I see them at their doors, as day is 

closing, 
Prouder than duchesses, and more im« 
posing. 

A sweet /ar huh/€ \i(e promotes the 
graces; 
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They pass from dreamy bliss to wake- 
ful glee, 
And in their bearing and their speech, 
one traces 
A breadth, a depth— a grace of cour- 
tesy 
Not found in busy or inclement places ; 
Their clime and tongue are much in 
harmony : — 
The Cockney met in Middlesex or Surrey, 
Is often cold, and always in a hurry. 

Oh, come to Rome, nor be content to 
read 
Of famous palace and of stately street 
Whose fountains ever run with Joyful 
speed, . 
And nevcr^'Ceasing murmur. Here 
j we greet 

; Memnon's vast monolith ; or, gay with 

\ * weed, 

j Rich capitals, as comer-stone, or seat, 

The site of vanished temples, where now 

moulder 
Old ruins, masking ruin even older. 
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Ay» come, and see the statues, picturesi 
churches. 
Although the last are commonplace, 
or florid.— 

Who say 'tis here that superstition 
perches ? 
Mjrself, I'm glad the marbles have 
been quarried. 

The sombre streets are worthy your re- 
searches : 
The ways are foul, the lava pavement's 
horrid, 

But pleasant sights that squeamishness 
disparages. 

Are miss'd by all who roll about in car- 
riages. 

I dare not speak of Michael Angelo, 
Such theme were all too splendid for 
my pen: 
And if I breathe the name of Sanzio 

(The brightest of Italian gentlemen,) 
Is it that love casts out my fear, and so 
I claim with him a kindrcdship ? Ah, 
when 
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We lovcy the name is on our hearts en- 

graven. 
As is thy name, my own dear Bard of 

Avon. 

Nor is the Coliseum theme of mine, 

Twas built for poet of a larger daring ; 
The world goes there with torches; I 
decline 
Thus to affront the moonbeams with 
their flaring. 
Some time in May our forces we'll com- 
bine 
(Just you and I)| and try a midnight 
airing. 
And then 111 quote this rhyme to you — 

and then 
Yottll muse upon the vanity of men I 

Come I We will charter such a pair of 

nags I 
The country's better seen when one is 

riding : 
We*U roam where yellow Tiber speeds 

or lags 
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At wilL The aqueducts are yet be- 
striding 
With giant march (now whole, now bro- 
ken crags 
With flowers plumed) the swelling 
and subsiding 
Campagna, girt by purple hills afar. 
That melt in light beneath the evening 
star. 

« 

A drive to Palestrina will be pleas- 
ant; 
The wild fig grows where erst her 
rampart stood ; 

There oft, in goat-sldn clad, a sunburnt 
peasant 
Like Pan comes frisking from his ilex 
wood, 

And seems to wake the past time in the 
present. 
Fair contaditw^ mark his mirthful 
mood, 

No antique satyr he. The nimble fel- 
low 

Can join with jollity your saUartUo. 
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Old sylvan peace and liberty I The 
breath 
Of life to unsophisticated man. 
Here Mirth may pipe, Love here may 
weave his wreath, 
" Per dar* at tnio bene.** When you 
can, 
Come share their leafy solitudes. Pale 
Death 
And Time are grudging of our little 
span : 
\ Wan Time speeds lightly o'er the 

changing com. 
Death grins from yonder cynical old 
thorn. 
Oh, cornel I send a leaf of April 
ferui 
It grew where beauty lingers round 
decay: 
Ashes long buried in a sculptured urn 
Are not more dead than Rome-*so 
dead to-day I 
That better timei for which the patriots 
yearn. 
Delights the gase, again to fade away. 
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They wait, they pine for what Is long 

deniedi 
And thus I wait till thou art by my side* 

Thou'rt far away I Yet, while I write, I 
still 
Seem gently. Sweet, to clasp thy 
hand in mine ; 
I cannot bring myself to drop the quill, 

I cannot yet thy little hand resign 1 
The plain is fading into darkness chill, 
The Sabine peaks are flushed with 
light divine, 
I watch alone, my fond thought wings 

to thee ; 
Oh, come to Rome, Oh come,— oh 
come to me ! 

18613. 



THE REPLY. 



Dear Exile, I was proud to get 
Your rhyme, IVe laid it up in cotton ; 

You know that you are all to " Pet,"— 
She fear'd that she was quite forgotten. 



» - • 



Il8 POEMS or FREDERICK LOCKBR. 

Mammai who scolds me when I mope, 
Insists, and she is wise as gentle. 

That I am still in love I I hope 
That you feel rather sentimental I 

Perhaps you think your Lavif&rlcn 
Should pine unless her slave be with 
her. 
Of course you're fond of Rome, and 
morC' "■ 
Of course you'd like to coax me 
thither 1 
Che/ quit this dear, delightful maze 
Of calls and balls, to be intensely 
Discomfited in fifty ways— 
I like your confidence, immensely I 

Some girls who love to ride and race. 
And live for dancing, like the Bruens, 

Confess that Rome's a charming place- 
In spite of all the stupid ruins I 

I think it might be sweet to pitch 
One's tent beside those banks of 
Tiber, 

And all that sort of thing, of which 



/. 
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Dear Hawthorne's ** quite " the best 
describer. 

To see stone pines and marble gods 

In garden alleys red with roses ;— 
The Perch where Pio Nono nods ;— 

The Church where Raphael reposes. 
Make pleasant ^imj^when we may; 

Jump stagio9tat4 (where they're easy I) 
And play croquet ; the Druens say 

There's turf behind the Ludovici I 

I'll bring my booksi though Mrs. Mee 

Says packing books is such a worry ; 
I'll bring my GoLUn Treasury^ 

Manxonii and, of course, a '1' Mur* 
ray I » 
Your verses (if you so advise !) 

A Dante — Auntie owns a quarto ; 
I'll try and buy a smaller size. 

And read him on the muro torU* 

But can I go ? La Madre thinks 

It would be such an undertaking I 
(I wish we could consult a sphinx I) 
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The thought alone has left her quak- 
ing I 
Papa (we do not mind papa) 
Has got some '* notice" of some 
"motion," 
And eould not stay ; but, why not, — ah, 
I've not the very slightest notion I 

The Drowns have come to stay a week— 

They've brought the boys — I haven't 
thank'd 'em ; 
For Baby Grand^ and Baby /¥r, 

Are playing cricket in my sanctum I 
Your Rover, too, affects my den, 

And when I pat the dear old whelp, 
it . . 
It makes me think of K^v , and then • • 

And then I cry — I cannot help it. 

Ah yes, before you left me, ere 

Our separation was impending, 
.These eyes had seldom shed a tear,— * 
I thought my joy could have no end* 
ingi 
But cloudlets gather'd soon, and this— 
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This was the first that rose to grieve 

me— 
To know that I possessed the bliss,— 
For then I knew such bliss might 

leave me I 

My stniin is sad, but, oh, believe 

Your words have made my spirit 
better ; 
And if, perhaps, at times I grieve, 

Pd meant to write a cheery letter ; 
But skies were dull ; Rome sounded hot, 

I fancied I could live without it: 
I thought Pd go, I thought Vd not. 

And then I thought I'd think about it 

The sun now glances o'er the Park, 

If tears are on my cheek, they glitter, 
I think Pve kissed your rhyme, for hark, 

My " bulley " gives a saucy twitter I 
Your blessed words extinguish doubt, 

A sudden breeze is gaily blowing,—- 
And Hark I The minster bells ring out— 

SAt ougki to go. Of course sk^s 
going/ 

18651 ^ 



GERALDINE. 

'A SIMPLE child has claims 
On your sentiment, her name's 

Geraldtne. 
Be tender, but beware. 
She's frolicsome as fair,— 

And fifteen. 

She has gifts to grace alUed, 
And each she has applied. 

And improved : 
She has bliss that lives and leans 
On loving,— ah, that means 

She is loved. 

Her beauty is refined 

By sweet harmony of mind« 
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And the art, 
And the blessed nature, too, 
Of a tender, of a true 

Little heart. 

And yet I must not vault 
Over any foolish fault 

That she owns ; 
Or others might rebel. 
And enviously swell 

In their tones. 

For she's tricksy as the fays, 
Or her pussy when it plays 

With a string : 
She's a goose about her cat, 
Her ribbons, and all that 

Sort of thing. 

These foibles are a blot, 
Still she never can do what 

Is not nicis 
Such as quarrel, and give slap 
As Tve known her get, perhaps. 

Once or twice. 



J 
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The spells that draw her soul 
Are subtle — sad or droll : 

She can show 
That virtuoso whim 
Which consecrates our dim 

Long-ago, 

A love that is not sham 

For Stothardi Blake, and Lamb ; 

And I've known 
Cordelia's sad eyes 
Cause angel-tears to rise 

In her own. 

Her gentle spirit yearns 

When she reads of Robin Bums ;-* 

Luckless Bard| 
Had she blossom'd in thy time» 
Ohy how rare had been the rhyme 

— ^And reward I 

Thrice happy then is he 
WhO| planting such a Tree, 

Sees it bloom 
To shelter him ; indeed 
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We have joyance as we speed 
To our doom I 

I am happyi having grown 
Such a Sapling of my own ; 

And I crave 
No garland for my brows, 
But rest beneath its boughs 

To the grave. 

S864. 
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THE HOUSEMAID. 

Tki/Mremm Imn ikrtugk Mimmd^hh 
Attk^mgk tkHr ktmufy tpe^ek it/mim 

TahmUmfftUrt! 
TktffitimM muck^ mnd d^fmr tmre 



Wistful she stands— and yet resigned 
She watches by the window-blind : 

Poor girl No doubt 
The pilgrims here despise thy lot : 
Thou canst not stir, because 'tis not 

Thy Sunday ouL 



[ To play a game of hide and seek 

With dust and cobweb all the week 
\ Small pleasure yields ; 

I Oh dear, how nice it is to drop 

i One's pen and ink— one's pail and mop ; 

I And scour the fields. 

Poor Bodies few such pleasures know ; 
Seldom they come. How soon they go I 
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But Sottls can roam ; 
For lapt in visions airy-sweet. 
She sees in this unlovely street 

Her far-off home. 

The street is now no street I She pranks 
A purling brook with thymy banks. 

In fancy's realm 
Yon post supports no lamp, aloof 
It spreads above her parents* roof^^— 

A gracious elm, 

A father's aid, a mother's care. 
And life for her was happy thero : 

Yet here, in thrall 
She sits, and dreams, and fondly 

dreams, 
And fondly smiles on one who seems 

More dear than all. 

Her dwelling-place I can't disclose t 
Suppose her fair, her name suppose 

1% Car, ot KUty J 
She may be 7^m# — she might be 
plain ■ 
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for must the subject of my strain 

Be always pretty ? 

• • • 

Of t on a cloudless afUmoan 

Of hidding May and Uafy yum, 

FU Sunday weather, 

I pass thy window by design. 
And wuh thy Sunday out and mim 

I Might faU together. 
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For sweet it were thy lot to dower 
WUh one brief joy : a whUe-robed flower 

That prude or preacher 
Hardly eould deem U were unmeet 
To lay on thy poor path, thou sweet. 

Forlorn, young creature. 



But If her thought on wooing run 
And if her Sunday-swain is one 
i Who's fond of strolling, 

She'd like my nonsense less than his 
And so if s better as it is— 
And that^s consoling. 



1864. 



THE JESTER'S PLEA. 



Time venen w«n published in iS6e, in n volume of 
Poem* Qbf tevcril headtX entitlej **An OflTeriag to 



Thb world's a sorry wench, akin 

To all that's frail and frightful : 
The world's as ugly, ay, as sin,— 

And almost as delightful I 
The world's a merry world (firo //m.), 

And some are gay, and therefore 
It pleases them, but some condemn 

The world they do not care for. 

The world's an ugly world. Offend 
Good people, how they wrangle I 
Their manners that they never mend,— 

The characters they mangle t 
They cat^ and drink, and scheme, and 
plod,— 
I ' They go to church on Sunday ; 
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And many are afraid of God^ 
And more of Afrs. Grundy, 

The time for pen and sword was when 

" My ladye fayre " for pity 
Could tend her wounded knight, and 
then 

Be tender to his ditty. 
Some ladies now make pretty songs. 

And some make pretty nurses : 
Some men are great at righting wrongs. 

And some at writing verses. 

I wish we better understood 

The tax our poets levy ; 
I know the Muse \a goody gaad^ 

I think she's rather heavy : 
Now she compounds for winning ways 

By morals of the sternest ; 
Methinks the lays of nowadays 

Are painfully in earnest 



I 



When wisdom halts, I humbly try 

To make the most of folly : 
If Pallas be unwilling, I 
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Prefer to flirt with Polly ; 
To quit the goddess for the maid 

Seems low in lofty muscrs ; 
But Pallas is a lofty jade-- 

And beggars can't be choosers. 

I do not wish to see the slaves 

Of party stirring passion, 
Or psalms quite superseding staves 

Or piety *' the fashion." 
t bless the Hearts where pity glows^ 

WhO| here together banded, 
Are holding out a hand to tliose 

That wait so empty-handed I 

Masters, may one in motley clad, 

A Jester by confession. 
Scarce noticed join, half gay, half sad. 

The close of your procession ? 
This garment here seems out of place 

With graver robes to mingle, 
But if one tear bedews his face. 

Forgive the bells their jingle. 



TO MY MISTRESS. 

itii mmittit fnrrv trite, mmd thtir bmrdtm^/t r am t kf 
Tkt wia40mifmg€ mnd tkt/Mf ify0utk, 

CouNTESSi I see the flying yeari 
And feel how Time is wasting here : 
Ay morei he soon his worst will do. 
And gamer all Y6or roses too. 

It pleases Time to fold his wings 
Around oUr best and fairest things ; 
He'll mar your blooming check, as now 
He stamps his mark upon my brow. 

The same mute plianets rise and shine 
To rule your' days and nights as mine : 
Once I was yoUng and giay, And 

seel . • 
What I am now ybu soon will be. 

And yet I boast a certain charm 

That shields me from your worst alarm ; 
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And bids me gaze, with front iubiimei 
On all these ravages of Time. 

You boast a gift to charm the eyes, 
I boast a gift that Time defies : 
For mine will still be mine, and last 
When all your pride of beauty's past. 

My gift may long embalm the lures 
Of eyes— ah| sweet to me as yours : 
For ages hence the great and good 
Wip judge you as I choose they Should. 

In days to come the peer or clown, 
With whom I still shall win renown. 
Will only know that you were 'fair 
Because I chanced to say you were 

Proud Lady I Scornful beauty mocks 

At aged heads and silver locks ; ij 

But think awhile before you fly, 

Or spurn a poet such as I. 

■ 

Kbn WOOD : July ai, i86i4« 
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MY MISTRESS'S BOOTS. 

Ske kmi dmmcimi ^jfes mmd rmfy tt^ 
Deiiiktftd hmU—mmd mwmj tk€ tklpt. 

They nearly strike me dumb,<^ 
I tremble when they come 

Pit-a-pat : 
This palpitation means 
These boots are Geraldine^t— 

Think of that I 

O, where did hunter win 
So delicate a skin 

For her feet ? 
You lucky litUe kid, 
You perish'di so you did. 

For my sweet. 

The faery stitching gleams 
On the sidesi aiid in the seams. 
And it shows 
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The Pixies were the wags 
Who Upt those funny tags. 
And these toes. 



What soles to charm an elf I 
Had Crusooi sick of self, 

Chanced to view 
One printed near the tide, 
Of how liard he would have tried 

For the two t 

For Gerry's debonair, 
And innocent and fair 

As a rose ; 
She's an angel in a frock. 
With a fascinating cock 

To her nose. 

The simpletons who squeeze 
Their extremities to please 

Mandarins, 
Would positively flinch 
From venturing to pinch 

Geraldine's. 
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Cinderalla's Ufis and rights 
To Geraldine's were frights : 

And I troW| 
The damsel, deftly shod* 
Has dutifully trod 

Until now. 

Come, Gerryi since it suits 
Such a pretty Puss (in Boots) 

These to don. 
Set this dainty hand awhile 
On my shoulder, dear, and FU 

Put them on. 

AlbubTi /mm 89, 1864. 



THE ROSE AND THE RING. 

(Chrismat, 1854, and Chriitnm, 18^) 

She smiles, but her heart is in sable, 

Ay, sad as her Christmas is chill ; 
She reads, and her book is the fable 

He penn'd for her while she was ill. 
It is nine years ago since he wrought it, 

Where reedy old Tiber is king ; 
And chapter by chapter he brought it, 

And read her the Rose and the Ring« 

And when it was printed, and gaining 

Renown with all lovers of glee. 
He sent her this copy containing 

His comical little croquis; 
A sketch of a rather droll couple^ 

She's pretty* he's quite t'other thing I 
He begs (with a spine vastly supple) 

She will study the Rose and the Ring. 
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It pleased the kind Wizard to send her 

The last and the best of his toys ; 
He aye had a sentiment tender 

For innocent maidens and boys ; 
And though he was great as a scorner. 

The guileless were safe from his 
sting : — 
How sad is past mirth to the mourner— 

A tear on the Rose and the King I 

She reads } I may vainly endeavour 

Her mirtli-chequerM grief to pursue. 
For she knows she has lost, and for eveti 

The heart that was bared to so few ; 
But here, on the shrine of his glory > 

One poor little blossom I fling ; 
And you see there's a nice little story 

AttachM to the Rose and the Ring. 

1864* 



NUPTIAL VERSES. 

The toivn despises new world lays : 

The foolish town is frantic 
For story-books that tell of days 

Which time has made romantic ; 
Of dayS| whose chicfest glories fill 

The gloom of crypt and barrow ; 
When soldiers were, as Love is stilli 

Content with bow and arrow. 

But why should we the fancy chide ? 
The world will always hunger 

To know how people lived and died 
When all the world was younger. 

We like to read of knightly parts. 
In maidenhood's distresses. 

Of trysti with sunshine in light heartSi 
And moonbeam on dark tresses ; 

And how, when erranU'-knyghU or trl 
Proved well the love he gave her, 
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ShcM send him scarf or silken curl| 

As earnest of her favour ; 
And how (the Fair at times were rude 1^ 

Her knight, ere homeward riding, 
Would take, and, ay with gratitude, 

His lady's silver chiding. 

We love the rare old days and rich 

That poetry has painted ; 
We mourn that sacred age with which 

We never were acquainted. 
Absurd I our modem world's divine, 

A world to dare and do in, 
A more romantic world. In fine 

A better world to woo in t 



Tlie flow of life is yet n rill 

That lauglis, and leaps, and glistens; 
And still the woodland rings, and still 

The old Damoetas listens. 
Romance, as tender as she's true. 

Our Isle has never quitted : 
j So, Lad and Lassie, when you woo, 

You hardly need be pitied. 
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Our lot is cast on pleasant dayS| 

In not unpleasant places ; 
Young ladies now have pretty ways. 

As well as pretty faces ; 
So never sigh for what has becDi 

And let us cease complaining 
That we have loved when our dear 
Queen 

Victoria was reigning. 

Oh yes, young love is lovely yet. 

With faith and honour plighted : 
i love to see a pair so met, 

Youth-^Bcauty^all united. 
Such dear ones may they ever wear 

The roses fortune gave them: 
Ah, know we such a Blessed Pair ? 

I think we do I God save them I 
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MRS. SMITH. 

/r#4pA i# / thf^rt wed, Tke cmrdt mrt demitt 

Our/r^U gmmei »r€ dtr ; 
Pvt laugh* d^nmdfoetd^mndkivtd, rvi/tlh" > 

Am 1 9hallfeei no more ; 
Yon iitiU ihaich ii wker* oho Uveo, 

Von #//rr it wkoro oho mot mo ;-■ 
/ ihi$tk thai ifiho quite forghoo. 

She oammot quite forget me. 

Last year I trod these fields with Di, 
Fields fresh with clover and with rye ; 

Now they seem arid. 
Then Dt was fair and single ; how 
Unfair it seems on mc, for now 

Di*s fair— and married I 

A blissful swain— I scorn'd the song 
Which says that though young Love is 
strong. 

The Fates are stronger: 
Breezes then blew a boon to men, 
The buttercups were brighti and then 

This grass was longer. 
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That day I saw and much estecm'd 
Dt*8 anklesi which the clover seem'd 

Inclined to smother: 
It twitcVdi and soon untied (for fun) 
The ribbon of her shoes, first one. 

And then the other. 

Pm told that virgins augur some 
Mufortune if their shoe-strings come 

To grief on Friday: 
And so did Di, and then her pride 
Decreed that shoe-strings so untied 

Arc '* so untidy I *' 

Of course I knelt ; with fingers deft 
I tied tlie righti and tied the left: 

Says Di, " The stubble 
Is very stupid I— as I live 
I'm quite ashamed! • • • I'm shocked 
to give 

You so much trouble t " 

For answer I was fain to sink 
To what we all would say and think 
Were Beauty present: 



r 
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" Don't mention such a simple act— 
A trouble ? not the least I In fact 
It's rather pleasant I " 

I trust that Love will never tease 
Poor little Di, or prove that he's 

A graceless rover. 
She's happy now as Afrs. Smiih^ 
And less polite when walking with 

Her chosen lover t 

Heigh-ho I Although no moral clings 
To Di's blue eyes, and sandal strings, 

We've had our quarrels. 
I think that Smith is thought an ass,- 
I know that when they walk in grass 

She wears Mm^rats. 



IMPLORA PACE. 

Amd wiilmi ihtf UiM 
TJU^00f chiU/tr kit imgf 

Life is at best a weary round 

Of mingled joy and woe ; 
How soon the passing knell will sound t 

Is death a friend or foe ? 
Our fleeting days are sad, and vain 
Is much that tempts us to remain 

Yet we are loth to go. 
Must I sodn tread yon silent shore, 
Go hencoi and then be seen no more ? 

I love to think that tliose I loved 

May gather round the bier 
Of him who, if he erring proved, 

Still held them more than dear. 
My friends grow fewer day by day. 
Yes, one by one they drop away ; 



\ 



i I 



146 POEMS OF FREDERICK LO€K£R. 

And if I shed no tear. 
Departed shades, while life endures. 
This poor heart yearns for love— and 
Yours. 

That day, will there be one to shed 

A tear behind the hearse ? 
Or cry, " Poor Yorick^ are you dead ? 

I could have spared a worse^- 
We never spoke ; we never met ; 
I never heard your voice ; and yet 

/ Icvedyou for your verse t " 
Such love would make the (lowers wave 
In gladness on their poet's grave. I 

A few, few years, like one short week. 

Will pass and leave behind 
A stone moss*grown, that none will 
seek. 

And none would care to find. 
Then I shall sleep, and gain release 
In perfect rest — the perfect peace 

For which my soul has pined ;— 
And men will love, and weary men 
Will sue for quiet slumber then. 






MR. PLACID*S FLIRTATION. 



TUi dt^^mi ike iemk^fCteitU MHtUm,^ 

LBrm» FROM ROMB. 

Miss Tristram's pouiei ended thus : 

''Noubene» 
We meet for croquet in the Aldobran- 

dinl" 
Says my wife. ** Tlien I'll drivOi and 

you'll ride with SeUna" 
(Jones's fair spouse, of the Via Sistina). 

We started : I'll own that my family 

deem 
I'm an ass, but I'm not such an ass as I 

seem ; 
As we crossed the stones gently a nurse- 
maid said ** La- 
There goes Mrs. Jones with Miss Placid's 
papal" 
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Our friendsi one or two may be men- 

tion'd anon, 
Had arranged rendewaus at the Gate 

of St. John : 
That pass'd, off we spun over turf that's 

not green there. 
And soon were all met at the villa. 

YouVe been there ? 

1*11 try and describe, or I won't, if you 

please, 
The cheer that was set for us under the 

trees : 
You have read the menu^ may you read 

it again ; 
Champagne, perigord, galantine, and— • 

champagne. 

Suffice it to say, I got seated between 
Mrs. Jones and old Brown — to the lat- 

ter's chagrin. 
Poor Brown, who believes in himself, 

and — ^another thing. 
Whose talk is so bald, but whose cheeks 

are so — ^t'other thing. 
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She lang, her sweet voice fiU'd the gay 

garden alleys ; 
I jestedi but Brown would not smile at 

my sallies ; — 
Selina remarked that a swell met at 

Rome 
Is not always a swell when you meet 

him at home. 

The luncheon despatch'd, we adjoum'd 

to croquet, 
A dainty, but difficult sport in its way. 
Thus I counsel the sage, who to play at 

it stoops, 
BeU^aur thy migkbour^ and spoon 

through thy hoops. 

Then we stroU'd, and discourse found 

its kindest of tones : 
'' Oh, how charming were solitude and 

— Mrs. Jones 1 " 
** Indeed, Mr. Placid, I dote on the 

sheeny 
And shadowy paths of the Aldobran- 

dinil 



I ■ 
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A girl came with violet posieS| and two 
Gentle eyes, like her violets, frcshen'd 

with deWy 
And a kind of an indolent, fine -lady 

air, — 
As if she by accident found herself there. 

I bought one* Selina was pleased to ac* 

cept it ; 
She gave me a rosebud to keep— and 

Pve kept it. 
Then twilight was near, and I think, in 

my heart, 
When she vow'd she must go, she was 

loth to depart. 

Cattivo mamentoi we dare not delay : 
The steeds are remounted, and wheels 

roll away : 
The ladies condemn Mrs. Jones, as the 

phrase is. 
But vie with each other in chanting my 

praises. 

*'He has so much to sayl** cries the 
foir Mrs. Legge ; 
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" How amusing he was about mi 

the peg I'* 
''What a beautiful smile I** says the 

plainest Miss Gunn. 
All echo, ** He's charming I delightful I 

—What fun I " 

This sounds rather tticgf and it's per- 
fectly clear it 

Had sounded more micg had I happened 
to hear it ; 

The men were less civil, and gave me a 
rub, 

So I happened to hear when I went to 
the Club. 

Says Brown, " I shall drop Mr. Placid's 
society ; ** 

(Brown is a prig of improper propriety ;) 

''Hang him," said Smith (who from 
cant's not. exempt), 

"Why he'U bring immorality into con- 
tempt." 

Says I (to myself) when I found me 
alone. 
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** My dear wife has my heart, is it al- 
ways her own ? " 

And further, says I (to myself), '* Til he 
shot 

If I know if Selina adores me or not." 

Says Jones, *MVe just come from the 

scavif at Veil, 
And I've brought some remarkably fine 

scarabaei I" 



BEGGARS. 

Tktjf with firm tmtig, Dmii ikff mtUk tkty munj^ 

Ski ikm mggrmvmitt MA tkfk mmUt mmd mtttfy,^ 
ymftt0wm9k§itikmiiMn9^iikimkiktiigne4]^. 

PimcH. 

I AM pacing the Mall in a rapt reveriei— 
I am thinking if Sophy is thinking of me. 
When I'm roused by a ragged and 

shivering wretch. 
Who seems to be well on his way to 

Jack Ketch. 

He has got a bad face, and a shocking 
bad hat ; ^ 

A comb in his fisti and he sees Vm a 
flat, 

For he says, ** Buy a comb, it's a fine 
unto wear; 

On'y try it, my Lord, through your whis- 
kers and 'air.** 



I" 
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He eyes my gold chain» as if anxious to 

crib it; 
He looks just as if he'd l>een blown from 

a gibbet. 
I pause . • • I pass on, and beside 

the club fire 
I settle that Sophy b all I desire. 

As I walk from the clubi and am deep 

in a strophe 
That rolls upon all that's delicious in 

Sophy, 
Pm humbly addressed by an " object " 

unnerving. 
So tatter'd a wretch must be ** highly 

deserving.** 

She b^S|— I am touch'd, but I've great 
circumspection : 

I stifle remorse with the soothing reflec- 
tion 

That cases of vice are by no means a 
rarity— 

The worst vice of all's indiKriminate 
charity. 
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Am I right ? How I wish that my cleri- 
cal guide 

Would settle this question— and others 
beside 

For always one's heart to be hardening 
thuS| 

If wholesome for beggars, is hurtful for 
us. 

A few minutes later I'm happy and 
free 

To sip " lis 9wn Sophy kUi^ " five- 
o'clock tea : 

Her table is loaded, for when a girl 
marriesi 

What bushels of rubbish they send her 
from Barry s / 

'* There's a present for yoU| Sir I " Yes, ' 
thanks to her thrift, 

My Pet has been able to buy me a gift ; 

And she slips in my hand, the delight- 
fully sly Thing, 

A paper-weight form'd of a bronte lizard 
writhing. 
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''What a charming cadeaui and so 
truthfully moulded ; 

But perhaps you don't know, or deserve 
to be scolded. 

That in casting this metal a live, harm- 
less lizard 

Was cruelly tortured in ghost and in 
gizzard?" 

'' Po-oh ! *' — ^says my lady, (she always 

says " Pooh " 
When she's wilful, and does what she 

oughtn't to do I) 
'' Hopgarten protests they've no feeling, 

and so 
It was only their muscular mcvepunt^ 

you know I ** . 

Thinks I (when I've said au revcir^ and 

depart— 
A Comb in my pocket, a Weight— at 

my heart). 
And when wretched mendicants writhe^ 

there's a notion 
That begging is only their ''muscular 

motion*'* 



I . 



THE JESTER'S MORAL. 

t grudgi tkmt UmHjf m$am Jkitctnmk, 

It Mfftu «# AASr fpA/M 
T%at ifk€ rHtd9 im IftUmr^* it$kt 

Htr vke kms Jmw i!» kim 

Audekt§r kim mi kit emdUu imut. 

Tub Old SHtnuouiii 

Is human life a pleasant game 

That gives the palm to all ? 
A fight for fortune, or for fame, 

A strugglei and a fall ? 
Who views the Past, and all he prizedi 

With tranquil exultation ? 
And who can say — I've realised 

My fondest aspiration? 

Alas, not one. No, rest assured 
That all are prone to quarrel 

With fate, when worms destroy their 
gourd. 
Or mildew spoils their laurel : 



• » 
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The prize may come to cheer our lot| 
But all too late ; and granted 

If even better, still it*s not 
Exactly what we wanted. 

My schoolboy time ! I wish to prabe 

That bud of brief existence^— 
The vision of my younger days 

Now trembles in the distance. 
An envious vapour lingers here, 

And there I find a chasm ; 
But much remains, distinct and clear, 

To sink enthusiasm. 

Such thoughts just now disturb my soul 
With reason good, for lately 

I took the train to.Marley-knoU, 
And crossed the fields to Mately. 

-I found old Wheeler at his gate. 
He once rare sport could show me : 

My Mentor too on springe and bait- 
But Wheeler did not know me. 

'* Goodlord I " at last exclaim'd the 
churl, 
" Are you the little chap, sir, 



I 
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What used to train his hair in curl, 
And wore a scarlet cap, sir ? " 

And then he took to fill in blanks, 
And conjure up old faces ; 

And talk of welUremembcr'd pranks 
In half-foigotten places. 

It pleased the man to tell his brief 
And rather mournful story,-— 

Old Bliss's school had come to grief, 
And Bliss had '' gone to glory." 

Fell'd were his trees, his house was 
raxed. 



( 



And what less keenly pain'd me, [ | 

A venerable donkey grazed 
Exactly where he caned me. 

And where have all my playmates sped. 

Whose ranks were once so serried ? 
Why some are wed, and some arc dead. 

And some are only buried ; 
Frank Petre, then so full of fun. 

Is now St Blaise's prior, 
And Travers, the attorney's son 

Is member for the shire. 



II ■ 
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Dull maskers we — Life's festival 

Enchants the blithe new-comer ; 
Bat seasons change ;~H)h where are all 

Those friendships of our summer ? 
Wan pilgrims flit athwart our track. 

Cold looks attend the meeting ; 
We only greet them, glancing back. 

Or pass without a greeting. 



I Old Bliss I owe some rubs, but pride 

\ Constrains me to postpone 'em, — 

! Something he taught me, ere he died, 

I About nil nisi bonum. 

I I've met with wiser, better men. 

But I forgive him wholly ; 
Perhaps his jokes were sad, but then 

He used to storm so drolly. 

** I still can laugh " is still my boast. 

But mirth has sounded gayer ; 
And which provokes my laughter most. 



The preacher or the player ? 
Alack^ I cannot laugh at what 

Once made us laugh so freely ; 
For Nestroy and Grassot are not— 

And where is Mr. Keeley ? 



THB JESTER'S ftCORAU l6l 

ni join St Blaise (a verseman fit| 

More fit than I, once did it) 
— / shave my crown ? No, Common 
Wit 

And Common Sense forbid it. 
I'd sooner dress your Little Miss 

As Paulet shaves his poodles 1 
As soon propose for Betsy Bliss, 

Or get proposed for Boodle's. 

We prate of Life's illusive dyes, * 

And yet fond Hope misleads us ; 
We all believe we near the prize, 

Till some fresh dupe succeeds us I 
And yet, tho' life's a riddle, though 

No clerk has yet explain'd it, 
I still can hope ; for well I know 

That Love has thus ordain'd it* 

Paus, Nmftmktrt 18^4. 



ADVICE TO A POET. 

Ifbw i/xotitt wtfy take, pirthatu* 
But kai/tke paint U Uam^ thai «m 

StUi take t0 kide ear ign^anet^ 
Hen very clever yeu vt&i ie I 

Dear Poet, do not rhyme at all I 

liut if you must, don't tell your neigh* 
hours, 
Or five in six, who cannot scrawl, 

Will dub you donkey for your labours* 
Tills epithet may seem unjust 

To you, or any verse-begetter : 
Must we admit — F fear we must— 

That nine in ten deserve no better ? 

Then let tlicm bray with leathern lungs, 
And match you with the beast tliat 
\y- grazes 

Or wag their heads, and hold their 
\{ tongues, 

(^ Or damn you with the faintest praises* 

.\ 

I, 
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Be patient, but be sure you won't 
Win vogue without extreme vexation : 

Yet hope for sympathy, — ^but don't 
Expect it from a near relation. 






When surangers first approved my 
books, 
My kindred marvell'd what the praise 
meant; 
Now they wear more respectful looks, 
But can't get over their amazement. 
Indeed, they've power to wound, beyond 

That wielded by the fiercest hater, i 

For all the time they are so fond — i 

Which makes the aggravation greater. ' 

« « « « f 

Most warblers only half express * 

The threadbare thoughts they feebly 
utter : 
Now if they tried for something less. 
They might not sink, and gasp, and 
flutter. 
Fly low at first,— then mount, and win 
The niche for which the town's con* 
testing; 



I 
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And never mind your kith and kin — 
But never give them cause for jesting. 

Hold Pegasus in hand, control 
A taste for ornament ensnaring ; 

Simplicity is yet the soul 
Of all that time deems worth the 
sparing. 

Long lays are not a lively sport. 
So clip your own to half a quarter. 

If readers now don't think them short. 

Posterity will cut them shorter. 

« « « « 

I look on bards who whine for praise 

With feelings of profoundest pity: 
They hunger for the Poet's bays, 

And swear one's waspish when one's 
witty. 
The critic's lot is passing hard~ 

Between ourselvesi I think reviewersi 
When call'd to truss a crowing bard. 

Should not be sparing of the skewers. 
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I 



% 

t 



We all, the foolish and the wise, 
Regard our verse with fascination, 
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Through asinine-paternal eyes, 
And hues of fancy*s own creation ; 

Prytheei then, check that passing sneer 
At any self*deluded rhymer 

Who thinks his beer (the smallest beer !) 

Has all the gust of aU A^AAtimtr. 

« « « « 

Oh| for the Poet- Voice that swells 

To lofty truths, or noble curses— 
I only wear the cap and bells, 

And yet some tears are in my verses. 
I softly trill my sparrow reed, 

Pleased if but one should like the 
twitter; 
Humbly I lay it down to heed 

A music or a minstrel fitter. 



r 



AN ASPIRATION. 

Tki tiri/4ittg it demd, mm4 iht virgin it wmrritHi 

i 

I ASK'd Miss Di| who loves her sheepi 
I. To look at this Arcadian peep 

j Of April leafagCi pure and beamy : 

A pair of girls in hoops and nets 
Have found a pair of woolly pets. 

And all Is young, and nici^ and 
dreamy. 

Miss Di has kindly eyes for all 
That's pretty, quaint, and pastoral : 

Said she, '' These ladies sentimental 
Are lucky, in a world of shams, 
To find a pair of luckless lambs 

So white, and so extremely gentle/' 

I heard her with surprise and doubt. 
For though I don't much care about 
The world she spoke with such dis« 
dainof; 
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And though the lamb I mostly tee 
Is ovcrdonci it secm'd to mc 

That thcM had little to complain 
of. 

When Beings of the fairer sex 
Arrange their white arms round our 
nccksi 
We arOi we ought to be cnrap' 
turod— 
Would that I were your Iambi Miss Di, 
Or even yon poor butterfly, 

With some small hope of being 
captuitdt 



I . 



A GARDEN IDYLL. 

Tk^Tf mrtptmiy 0/ r0iet (ik^^irimtrk tweaks) 
But tUiu mt/rr mu, m jnmr ti/» and]fcur ckttkt ; 

fd^rv, O t/mrg mu iA§ rwr thtUyu tvemr im y^mr 
hmir, 

Wb have loiter'd and laugh'd in the 
flowery croft> 
We have met under wintry skies ; 
Her voice is the dearest voice, and soft 

Is the light in her wistful eyes ; 
It is sweet in the silent woods, among 

Gay crowds, or In any place 
To hear her voice, to gasc on her young 
Confiding face. 

For ever may roses divinely blow, 
And wine-dark pansies charm 

By the prim box path where I felt the 
glow 
Of her dimpled, trusting arm, 
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And the sweep of her silk as she tum'd 
and smiled 
A smile as fair as her pearls ; 
The breese was in love with the darling 
child, 
As it moved her curls. 

She show'd me her ferns and woodbine 
sprays, 
Foxglove and jasmine stars, 
A mist of blue in the beds, a blase 

Of red in the celadon jars : 
And velvety bees in convoh'ulus bells, 

And roses of bountiful June — 
Oh| who would think the summer spells 
Could die so soon I 

For a glad song came from the milking 
shed, 
On a wind of that summer south, 
And the green was golden above her 
head, 
And a sunbeam kiss*d her mouth ; 
Sweet were the lips where that sunbeam 
dwelt — 
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And the wings of Time were fleet 
As I gazed ; and neither spoke, for we 
felt 
Life was so sweet I 

And the odorous limes were dim above 

As we leant on a drooping bough ; 
And the darkling air was a breath of 
love. 
And a witching thrush sang ** Now I " 
For the sun dropt low, and the twilight 
grew 
As we listen'di and.sigh'di and leant— 
That day was the sweetest day— and we 
knew 
What the sweetness ineant. 

1S68. 



ST. JAMES'S STREET. 

(in Hon.) 



St. James's Street, of classic famcy 

The finest people throng it. 
St James's Street ? I know the name, 

I think I've passed along it I 
Why, that's where Sacharissa sigh'd 

When Waller read his ditty ; 
Where Byron livedi and Gibbon died, 

And Alvanley was witty. 

A famous street ! To yonder Park 

Young Churchill stole in class-time ; 
Come, gaze on fifty men of mark, 

And then recall the past time. 
TYktpiats at White's, the play at Crod^s^ 

The bumpers to Miss Gunning ; 
The bcHhomie of Charlie Fox, 

And Selwyn's ghastly funning. 
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The dear old street of clubs and cr^s^ 

As north and south it stretches. 
Still seems to smack of RoUiad squibs, 

And Gillray's fiercer sketches ; 
The quaint old dress, the grand old 
style, 

The M^//, the racy stories; 
The wines, the dice, the wit, the bile— 

The hate of Whigs and Tories. 



At dusk, when I am strolling there. 

Dim forms will rise around me ; — 
Lepel flits past me in her chair, 

And Congreve's airs astound me I 
And once Nell Gwynne, a frail young 
sprite, 

LooVd kindly when I met her ; 
I shook my head, perhaps,— but quite 

Forgot to quite foiget her. 

The street is still a lively tomb 
For rich, and gay, and clever ;— 

The crops of dandies bud and bloom, 
And die as fast as ever. 
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Now gilded youth loves cutty pipes. 
And slang that's rather searings- 
It can't approach its prototypes 
In tastCi or tonci or bearing. 

In Brummeirs day of buckle shoes, 
Lawn cravats, and roll collars, 

They'd fight, and woo, and bet— and lose 
Like gentlemen and scholars : 

I'm glad young men should go the pace, 
I half forgive Old Rapid; 

These louts disgrace their name and 



So vicious and so vapid I 

Worse times may come. Boh Um^ in- 
deed. 

Will then be quite forgotten, 
And all we much revere will speed 

From ripe to worse than rotten : 
Let grass then sprout between yon 
stones, 

And owls then roost at Boodle's, 
For Echo will hurl back the tones 

Of screaming Yankee Doodles* 
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I love the haunts of Old Cockaigne, 

Where wit and wealth were squan- 
der'd; 
The halls that tell of hoop and train, 

Where grace and rank have wander'd ; 
Those halls where ladies fair and leal 

First ventured to adore me !<— . 
Something of that old love I feel 

For this old street before me. 

1867. 



ROTTEN ROW. 

Amdmtmkmit d^tu itftr iki tmHibm t 
Ytmr^U—mmt mtui imprwUmg ptuiitmt* 

I HOPS I'm fond of much that's good, 
As well as much that's gay ; 

I'd like the country if I could ; 
I love the Park in May : 

And when I ride in Rotten Row, 

I wonder why they call'd it so. 

A lively scene on turf and road ; 

The crowd is bravely drcst : 
The ZiK/M^x' il/ii> has overflow'd, ; 

The chairs are in request : 
The nimble air, so soft, so clear. 
Hardly can stir a ringlet here. 

Ill halt beneath the pleasant trees, 
And drop my bridle-rein. 
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And, quite alone, indulge at ease 

The philosophic vein : 
rn moralise on all I see — 
Yes, it was all arranged for me I 

Forsooth, and on a livelier spot 

The sunbeam never shines. 
Fair ladies here can talk and trot 

With statesmen and divines : 
Could I have chosen, I'd have been 
A Duke, a Beauty, or a Dean. 

What grooms I What gallant gentle* 
men! 

What well-appointed hacks ! 
What glory in their pace, and then 

What beauty on their backs t 
My Pegasus would never flag 
If weighted as my lady's nag. 

But where is now the courtly troop 
That once rode laughing by ? 

I miss the curls of Cantilupe, 
The laugh of Lady Di : 

They all could laugh from night to mom, 

And Time has laugh'd them all to scorn. 



li 



ROTTEN ROW. 1 77 

I then could frolic in the van 
With dukes and dandy carls ; 

Then I was thought a nici young man 
By rather nici young girls t 

I've half a mind to join Miss Browne^ 

And try one canter up and down. 

Ah, no — I'll linger here a while, 

And dream of days of yore ; 
For me bright eyes have lost the smile. 

The sunny smile they wore :— 
Perhaps they say, what I'll allowj 
That I'm not quite so handsome now. 

iS^. 



A NICE CORRESPONDENT I 

An mmgtlmi nmttt ik^i a wtmmm mi migkt^ 
Att^fintu^ and tvttttneu^ mmd hpe, amd d^O^ki, 

The glow and the glory are plighted 
To darknessi for evening is come ; 
The lamp in Glebe Cottage is lighted, 
Tlic birds and the sheep-bells are 
dumb. 
I'm alone at my casement, for Pappy 

Is summoned to dinner to Kew : 
I'm alone, dearest Fred, but I'm happy«- 
I'm thinking of you I 

I wish you were here I Were I duller 
Than dull, you'd be dearer than dear ; 

I am drest in your favourite colour- 
Dear Fred, how I wish you were here 1 

I am wearing my lazuli necklsice. 
The necklace you fasten'd askew I 

Was there ever so rude or so reckless 
A darling as you ? 
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I want you to come and pass sentence 
On two or three books with a plot ; 
Of course you know ** Janef s Repent- 
ance**? 
I'm reading Sir WavtrUy Scott, 
The story of Edgar and Lucy, 

How thrilling^ romantic, and true I 
The Master (his bride was a/wtfAff/) 
Reminds mc of you. 

They tell mc Cockaigne has been 
crowning 
A Poet whose garland endures ; 
It was you who first spouted me Brown- 
ing,— 
That stupid old Browning of yours t 
His vogue and his verve arc alarming, 

I'm anxious to give him his due, 
But, Fred, he's not nearly so charming 
A poet as you t 

I heard how you shot at The Beeches, 
I saw how you rode ChaniicUcr^ 

I have read the report of your speeches. 
And echo'd the echoing cheer. 
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There's a whisper of hearts you are 
breaking;, 
Dear Fred, I believe it, I do t — 
Small marvel that Fashion is making 
Her idol of you I 



Alas for the world, and its dearly 

Bought triumph, its fugitive bliss ; 
Sometimes I half wish I were merely 
/ A plain or a penniless miss ; 

' But, perhaps, one is best with a ** meas- 

ure 
Of pelf," and I'm not sorry, too. 
That I'm pretty, because 'tis a pleasure, 
My darling, to you I 

Your whim is for frolic and fashion, 
Your taste is for letters and art ;— 

This rhyme is the commonplace passion 
That glows in a fond woman's heart : 

Lay it by in a dainty deposit 
For relics— ^e all have a few t 

Love, some day they'll print it, because it 
Was written to you* 

x868. 



AN OLD BUFFER. 

DovfnL^A niiMnii or appM«tiUb with Mrong 
Moviiff body aad om 9m wbkk k alrikn.— >IKil«lrr'# 



Amd ra Jiud ktr m wMemmu tm' rt e Hv ^ m 

VMMFVI* / 

Mamma iifwiStor. 

''A KNOCK-MX-DOWN scrmon, and 
worthy of Dirch,** 

Says I to my wife, as we toddle from 
church ; 

'' Convincing indeed t '' is the lady's re- 
mark; 

^^How logicali t00| on the sise of the 
Ark I •• 

Then Blossom cut in, without begging 
our pardons, 

'' Pai was it as big as the 'Logical Gar- 
dens ? " 
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'' Miss Blossom," says I to my dearest 
of dearies, 

** Papa disapproves of nonsensical que- 
ries ; 

The Ark was an Ark, and had people to 
build it, 

Enough we are told Noah built it and 
fiird it : 

Mamma does not ask how he caught his 
opossums." 

—Said she, ** That remark is as foolish 
as Blossom's I " 



Thus talking and walking, the time is 

beguiled 
By my orthodox wife and my sceptical 

child ; 
I act as their buffer^ whenever I can. 
And you see I'm of use as a Dunily 

man. 
I parry their blows, I have plenty to 



I think that the chUd's are the worst of 

« 

the two t 



I 
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My wife has a healthy aversion for 

sceptics, 
She vows they are bad^tliey are only 

dyspeptics ! 
May Blossom prove neither the one nor 

the other, 
Dttt do as she's bid by her exceUcnt 

mother.-^ 
She thinks I'm a Solon ; perhaps, if I 

huff her. 
Shell think I'm a— something that's 

denser and tougher. 



TO UNA OSWALD. 
(aged five years.) 

Thy MemUr** pld^ mmd wa$tM remind tket, 
)' Tkmii/Hkygrie/tartaab^f^e, 

I TAy /Uasuret mrt m^ alihekmd ikt€. 

• I TUMBLE out of bed betimes 

To make my love these toddling rhymes ; 
And meet the hour, and meet the place 
To bless her blythe good -morning face. 
I send her all this heart can store ; 
I seem to see her as before. 
An angel-child, divinely fair, 

> With meek blue eyes, and golden hair. 

Curls tipt with changing light, that shed 
A little glory round her head. 

Has poet ever sung or seen a 
Sweeter, wiser child than Lina ? 
Blue are her sash and snood, and blue's 
The hue of her bewitching shoes ; 
But, saving these, she's virgin dight, 
A happy creature clad in white. 
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Again she stands beneath the boughs. 
Reproves the pup, and feeds the cows ; 
Unvexed by rule, unseated by ill, 
She wanders at her own sweet will ; 
For what grave fiat could confine 
My little charter'd libertine, 
Yet free from feeling or from seeing 
The burthen of her moral being ? 

But change must come, and forms and 

dyes 
Will change before her changing eyes ; 
Shell learn to blush, and hope, and 

fear — 
And where shall I be then, my dear ? 

Little gossip, set apart 
But one small comer of thy heart ; 
Still there is one not quite employ'd. 
So let me find and fill that void ; 
Run then, and jump, and laugh, and 

play. 
But love me though I'm far away. 

BaooMHALL. S^tewOir, 1868. 
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ON " A PORTRAIT OF A LADY.'' 

BV THB PAINTER. 

tgmiktred it wetf»r my anm twtei Pet 
As w€ wkit/ep*d and rnaU^d a/ari .• 

Sktgmve uu that rote, it i* fragrami ftt^^ 
AMdok^itiatumrn^kMrt. 

She is good, for she must have a guile, 
less mind 
With that noble, trusting air ; 
A rose with a passionate heart is twined 

In her crown of golden hair. 
Some envy the cross that caressingly 
dips 
In her bosom, and some had died 
For the promise of bliss on her red, red 
lips. 

And her thousand charms beside. 

She is lovely and good i she has peerless 
eyes ;— 
A haunting shape. She stands 
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In a blossoming croft, under kindling 

skies ; t 

The weirdest of faery lands. 
There are sapphire hills by the iar-oflf 
seas, 
Grave laurels, and tender limes ; 
They tremble and glow in the amorous . 
breeze, 
— My Beauty is up betimes. 

A bevy of idlers press around, 

To wonder, and wish, and loll ; 
** Now who is the painter, and where 
has he found 

The woman we all extol, 
With her fresh young mouth, and her 
candid brow, 

And a bloom as of bygone days ? " 
How natural sounds their worship, how 

Impertinent seems their praise I 

I stand aloof ; I can well afford 

To pardon the babble and crush 
As they praise a work (do I need re- 
ward?) 
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That has grown beneath my brush : 
Aloof— and, in fancy, again I hear 

The music clash in the hall, 
When they crown'd her Queen of their 
dance and cheer, 

—She is mine, and Queen of all I 

Yes, my thoughu arc away to that 
happy day, 
A few short months agone. 
When we left the games, and the dance, 
to stray 
Through the dewy flowers, alone. 
My feet are again among flowers divine. 

Away from the noise and glare. 
When I kiss'd her mouth, and her lips 
pressed mine,— 
And I fastened that rose in her hair. 

1168. 
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THE MUSIC PALACE. 

i wimi €H mm ii^^mltt^ Tm hnn mtid Pm dtm a. 

So this U a mutic^halli cosy and frcci 
A temple for tinginc, and dancingi and 

spree/ 
The band is at Fausi^ and the benches 

are filling. 
And all that I have can be had for a 

shilling. 

The senses are charm'd by the sights 

and the sounds ; j 

A spirit of affable gladness abounds : 
With test we applaud, and as madly 

recall 
The singer, the eeiiarjlap'datuer^ and 

all 

What Vision comes on with a wreath 
and a lyre ? 
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A creature of impulse in scanty kttire ; 

She plays the good sprite in a dream- 
haunted dell. 

She has ankles I and eyes like a wistful 
gazelle. 

A clown sings a song, and a droll cuts a 

caper. 
And then she dissolves in a rose^olour'd 

vapour : 
Then an imp on a rope is a painfully 

pleasant 
SeHsaiicH for all the mammas that are 

present. 

But who is the damsel that smiles to me 
there 

With so reckless, indeed, so defiant an 
air? 

She is bright— that she's pretty is more 
than I'll say. 

Is she happy ? At least she's exceed- 
ingly gay. 

It seems to me now, as we pass up the 
street. 
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Is Nell worse than I9 or the worthies we 

meet? 
She is reckless, her condttct's exceed* 

ingly lad^ 
A coin may he light, hut it need not he 

hod. 



Heaven help thee, poor child : now a 

graceless and gay thing, 
You once were your mother's, her pet 

and her plaything. 
Where was your home 7 Are the stars 

that look down 
On that home, the cold stars of this 

pitiless town ? 

The stars are a riddle we never may 
read — 

I prcst her poor hand, and I hade her 
Godspeed t 

She left mc a heart overladen with sor- 
row— 

You may hear Nelly's laugh at the 
palace to-morrow I 
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Ah I somo gOsto reveli and some go to 

ruci 
For some go to ruin* There's Paul's 

tolling two* 
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A TERRIDLE INFANT. 

I RBCOLLBCT A nursc coll'd Ann, 

Who carried me about the grass. 
And one fine day a fine young man 

Came up, and ktss'd the pretty last : 
She did not make the least objection I 

Thinks I, "^4<i/ 

IVAm lean talk PU UU Mamma.'' 

—And that's my earliest recollection. <|| 



WITH A BOOK OF SMALL 
SKETCHES. 

In days gone by, and year by year, 
I gleaned the sketchlets garnered here : 
Some pains they cost me, much shoe 

leather 
Before they all were got together. 
Dear children, I must flit anon ; 
O, guard thein kindly when Tm gone. 
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AT HURLINGHAM. 

This was dear Willy's brief despatch, 
A curt and yet a cordial summons ;— 

<< Do come 1 Pm in to-morrow's match, 
And see us whip the Faithful Com" 

We trundled out behind the bays, 
Through miles and miles of brick and 
garden ; 
Mamma was drest in mauve and 
maize,— 
Of course I wore my Dpify VardiH* 

A charming scene, and lively too, 
The paddock*s full, the band is play- 
ing 
Boubit^s song in Bar^ bkue ; 

And what are all these people saying ? 
They flirt I they bet 1 There's Linda 
Reeves 
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Too lovely 1 I'd give worlds to borrow 
Her yellow rote with nisict leaves I— 
ril wear a yellow rose to-morrow I 

And there are May and Algy Meade ; 

How proud she looks on her promo- 
tion! 
The ring must be amused indeed. 

And edified by such devotion I 
I wonder if she ever guess'd I 

I wonder if hell call on Friday I 
I often wonder which is best 1^ 

I only hope my hair is tidy I 

Some girls repine, and some rejoieoi 
And some get bored, but I'm con* 
tented 

To make my destiny my choice,— 
ni never dream that I've repented. 

There's something sad iu Uvtd mnd 

For all the fond, fond hope that rings 
it: 
There's something sweet in '< loved and 
lost "— 
And Oh, how sweetly Alfred sings it t 
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Fll own I'm bored with handicaps /— 
Bluerocksi (they always are ** bluc^ 
reck "-ing I)— 
With May, a little bit| perhaps,^ 
And yon Faust's UufcUhund is shock* 
ingt 
Bang . . . bang . . . t That's Willy I 
There's his bird. 
Blithely it cleaves the skies above 
me I 
He's miss'd all ten I He's too absurd I— 
I hope he'll alwaySi always love mc I 

We've lost! To tea, then back to 
town ; 

The crowd is laughing, eating, drink- 
ing: 
The moon's eternal eyes look down,-^ 

Of what can yon sad moon be thinking 
Oh, but for some good fairy's wand,^ 

This pigeoncide is worse *than silly. 
But still I'm very, very fond 

Of Hurlingham, and teai— and Willy* 



UNREFLECTING CHILDHOOD. 

TlUir tmrtUttgitti mmdtimplt rmik^ 
And irmti% mmd imm te tme*^ mmd trtiHL 
— u44, wAmi wtMMjmir/mr/0et d* 
WUkmi imk UHUfiik mtfmf 

It it| indeed, a little while 

Since you were bonni my happy pet ; 
Your future beckons with a tmilei 
Your bygones don't exist as yet 
Is all the world with beauty rife ? 
Are you a little bird tliat sings 
Her simple gratitude for lifci 
And lovely things ? 
• 

The ocean, and the waning moons» 
And starry skies» and starry dells. 

And winter sport, and golden Junes, 
Art, and divincst Beauty-spells : 
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Fcsta and song, and frolic wit. 

And banter, and domestic mirth|— 
They all are ours !— dear child, is it 
A pleasant earth ? 

And poet friends, and poesy. 
And precious books, for any mood : . 

And then that best of company. 
Those graver thoughu in solitude 

That hold us fast and never pall : 
Then there is Yon, my own, my fair-* 

And I • • • soon I must leave it all, 
—And much you care. 



LITTLE DINKY. 
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(A RHYMI OF LESS THAN ONI.) 1 1 

The hair the meant to have is gold, ' j| 

Her eyes are bluei she's twelve weeks 
old, 
. Plump are her fists and pinky. ij 

She fluttered down in lucky hour 
From some blue deep in yon sky bower— j' 

I call her Little Dinky. 



V 
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A Tiny now, ere long she'll please 

To totter at my parent-knees, 1 1 

And crow, and try to chatter : 
And soon she'll take to fair white frocks, 
And frisk about in shoes and socks, — 

Her totter changed to patter. 



If. 
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And soon she'll play, ay, soon enough, 

At cowalip-ball and blindman's-buff ; \' ' 

r 
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Andy some day, we shall find her 
Grow weary of her toys— indeed 
She*ll fling them all aside to heed 

A footstep close behind her. 

And years to come she^l still be rich 
In what is left, the joys with which 

Our love can aye supply us ; 
For hand in hand we'll sit us down 
Right cheerfully and let the town— 

This foolish town, go by us. 

Dinky i we must raign cur Uys 
To younger girh^ to finer boys^^ 

But w^U not eare a feather / 
For then {refleetion^s not regret^ 
TW you'U l>e rather old! we'll yet 

Be boy and girl together. 

As I was climbing Ludgate Hill 
I met a goose who dropt a quill,^ 

You see my thumb is inky s — 
I fell to scribble there and theni 
And this is how I came to pen 

These rhymes on LriTLB Dinky. 



^ 






GERTRUDE'S NECKLACE. 

As Gerty skipt from babe to girl| 
Her necklace lengthened, pearl by pearl ; 
Year after year it grew, and grew. 
For every birthday gave her two. 
Her neck is lovely, soft and fair. 
And now her necklace glimmers there. 

So cradled, let it sink and rise, { 

And all her graces cmblcmizc. I 
Perchance this pearl, without a speck, 

Once was as warm on Sappho*s neck ;— / 

Where are the happy, twilight pearls i 

That braided Beatrices curls ? f 



Is Gerty loved ?— Is Gerty loth ? 
Or, if she's either, is she both ? 
She's fancy free, but sweeter far 
Than many plighted maidens are : 
Will Gerty smile us all away, 
And still be Gerty ? Who can say ? 
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But let her wear her precious to/i 

And I'll rejoice to see her joy : 

Her bauble's only one degree 

Less frail| less fugitive than we ; 

For time^ ere long, will snap the skeitti 

And scatter all the pearb again. 



\ 
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Slips of a kid-skin deftly sewn, 
A tcent as through her garden blown. 
The tender hue that clothes her dove. 
All these, and this is Gerty's glove. 






GERTRUDE'S GLOVE. | 



1 1 
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A glove but lately doflft, for look- 
It keeps the happy shape it took 
Warm from her touch 1 What gave the . jJ! 

glow? I !'| 

And Where's the mould that shaped it SO? | 

It clasp'd the hand, so pure, so sleek, j 1 1| 

Where Gerty rests a pensive check, < ^ 

The hand that when the light wind stirs, t i 
Reproves those laughing locks of hers. 

You fingers four, you little thumb 1 
Were I but you, in days to come 
rd clasp, and kiss, — Pd keep her—- go I 
And tell her that I told you so. 

KissiNOBN, SepUmktr, 1871. 
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MABEL. 
L 

AT HER WINDOW. 

AJkt mitutrti, Jbtv tirmngf it 
Tke emrttxau Hngi 

L9t P9y€h«t v»h0 rmngt* 

Tk* gmrden of i/ring^ 

Rmumber tht ekmngts 

DutmAtr nutt Mttg, 

Beating heart 1 we come again 
Where my Love reposes : 

This is Mabel's window-pane ; 
These are Mabel's roses. 

Is she nested ? Does she kneel 

In the twilight stilly ; 
Lily clad from throat t6 heel| 

She, my virgin lily ? 

Soon the wan, the wistful starii 
Fading, will forsake her $ 
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Elves of light, on beamy bars. 
Whisper then, and wake hen 

Let this friendly pebble plead 

At her flowery grating. 
If she hear me will she heed ? 

MaMf lam waiiiHg, 

Mabel will be dcck'd anon. 

Zoned in bride's apparel ; 
Happy sone ! — Oh hark to yon 

Passion*shaken carol 1 

Sing thy song, thou trancM thmsh, 
Pipe thy best, thy clearest ;— 

Httsh, her lattice moves, O hush- 
Dearest Mabel I— dearest 



• • • 



II. 

HER MUFP. 



LiviLV Smnm 
N0wmimd^ 
it^UemU9mym U- t m rr\ 0m mi tttvemt 
Andhfg tkmty0u wiU dimt with m» mi MPim ; 
l/^ fni#w H* Ail£r« jfmm 9M ikmt Hi kmtg^ 
Hit grtim m m ^r e i im, ikem fmfU kmtm U?U m§i 
^tiUmit0ike'Hoom,mmdj0tfii4Ueiim^^ 
Bmi if Mi kmnfi U^ jmfUeHmt mmd dime. , J 



I 
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Happy SMSPiiratiK 

BuiifitrminMt ikemk§wf mmdwlUrtf t^ndrntkinf 
Amd ktvt ttbcmt tk« grttn umhreUm ikem f 

LiviLV SmpMnDBtt. 

Tkm H/il hf wr/, tkmfi mit, ftr ifi tMi 
CktHi Hf •ImUd iakt U^ wkf^ ^ft^mrtf I X9U gone i 

AacABv. 

She's jealous I Does it grieve me ? Not 
I'm glad to see my Mabel so, 

Carina mia / 
Poor PusSl That now and then she 

draws 
Conclusionsi not without a cause. 

Is my idea. 

She loves ; and I'm prepared to prove 
That jealousy is kin to love 

In constant women. 
My jealous Pussy cut up rough 
The day before I bought her muff 

With sable trimming. 

These tearful darlings think to quell us 
By being to divinely jealous $ 
But I know better. 



MABSL. 207 

Hillol Who's that ? A damsel I Come, 
ru follow :^no9 1 can't, for some 
One else has met her. 

What fun I He looks ^ a lad of grace." 
She holds her muflT to hide her face ; 

They kiss,— The Sly Puss I 
HiUo t Her muir,-4f s trimm'd with ' 1 , 

sable! • . ^ ', 

Ifs like the muff I gave to Mabel I . . . 

Ck>odl-o-r^, SHE'S MY PUSS I 



1 



(. 



TO LINA OSWALD. 

(WITH A BIRTHDAY LOCKET.) 

" Mf dmfimi wamit to Mtytm toom,**-^ 
t HfM ih« titiU mmU^ and ikmnk her ; 

To «U ktr hiddim/f, nigki and moom 
fdrmwom H^o^Ltw^t kindett hanktri 

Your Sun is in brightest apparel, 
Your birds and your blossoms are gay, 

But where is my jubilant carol 
To welcome so joyous a day ? 

I sang for you when you were smaller. 
As fair as a fawn, and as wild : 

Now, Lina, you're ten and you're taller — 

You elderly child* 

I knew you in shadowless hours, 
When thought never came with a 
smart; 

You then were the pet of your flowers. 
And joy was the child of your heart. 

I ever shall love you, and dearly 1 — 
I think when you're even thirteen 
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Youll Still have a hearty and not merely 

A flirting machine 1 

And when time shall have spoil'd you of 
passion, — 
Discrown'd what you now think sub- 
liroei 
Oh, I swear that you'll still be the fashion. 

And laugh at the antics of time. 
To love you will then be no duty ; 

But happiness nothing can buy— 
There's a bud in your garland, my 
beauty. 

That never can die. 

A heart may be bruised and not bro* 
ken,— 
A soul may despair and still reck ;•— 
I send you, dear child, a poor token 
Of love, for your dear little neck. 
The heart that will beat Just below it 

Is open and pure as your brow — 
May that heart, when you come to be* 
stow it. 

Be happy as now. 
1869-1870. 
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THE REASON WHY. 

Ask why I love the roses fair. 

And whence they come and whose they 

were; 
They come from her, and not alone. 
They bring her sweetness with their 

own. 

Or ask me why I love her so, 
I know not, this is all I know, 
These roses bud and bloom, and twine 
As she round this fond heart of mine. 

And this is why I love the flowers, 
Once they were hers, they're mine— 

they're ours I 
I love her, and they soon will die. 
And now you know the reason why. 



A WINTER FANTASY. 

Dtemtktr km* Art mg kiym m i^mmif Mt^^» 
A htmmie swteiktmrt it A tm m J jmmr mmf i 

Ytm mrt wm iHrng ^ j €t kt At mmt t ii rn^t 



Your veil is thick, and none would 
know 

The pretty face it quite obscures ; 
Dut if you foot it through the snow. 

Distrust those little boots of yours. 

The tell-tale snow, a sparkling mould. 
Says where they go and whence they 
came, 
Lightly they touch its carpet cold, 
And where they touch they sign your 
name. 

She pass'd beneath yon branches bare, 
How fair her face, and how content I 

I only know her face was fair, — 
I only know she came and went. 
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Pipe, robins, pipe ; though boughs be 
bleak, 
Yo arc her winter choristers : 
Whose check will press that rose-cold 
cheek? 
What lips those fresh young lips of' 
hers? 



She foots it ever fair and young. 
Her locks are tied in haste, 

And one is o*cr her shoulder flung, 
And hangs below her waist. 

She ran before me in the meads ; 

And down this world-worn track 
She leads me on ; but while she leads 

She never gazes back. 

And yet her voice is in my dreams, 
To witch me more and more ; 

That wooing voice 1 Ah mc, it seems 
Less near me than of yore. 
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THE UNREALIZED IDEAL. 

My only love is always near, — j 

In country or in town 
I see her twinkling feet, I hear 

The whisper of her gown. 
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Lightly I sped when hope was high^ 
And youth beguiled the chase,— 

I follow^ follow still ; but I 
Shall never see her face* 



IT MIGHT HAVE BEEN. 



The iquirrete gambol in the oak, 
All| all is glad, but you prefer 

To linger on amid the smoke 
Of stony-hearted Westminster. 
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A FRIENDLY bird with bosom red ! 

Is fluting near my garden seat ; t 

Your sky is fair above my head, [ 

And Tweed rejoices at my feet i 



I 

i 
I 
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Again I read your letter through,— \ 

'* How wonderful is fate's decree, I 

How sweet is all your life to you, 
And oh, how sad is mine to me.^ 

I know your wail — ^who knows it not ?— 

He gave,— He taketh that He gave. 
Yours is the lot, the common lot. 

To go down weeping to the grave. 
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Sad journey to a dark abyss, 
Meet ending of your sorrow keen,— 

The burden of My dirge is this, 
And this My woe,—// might havi 
ban/ 

Dear bird 1 Blithe bird that sings in 
frost 

Forgive my friend if he is sad ; 
He mourns what he has only lost|— 

I weep what I have never hadt 
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LOVE AND DEATH. 

Ay mQp dread friends of mine are Love s; 

and Death :— ji 

Sweet Love who came to me on sheeny 

wing, ; 

And gave her to my arms— her lips, her 

breath, ,| 

And all her golden ringlets clustering : 
While Time was gathering in the golden 

years ' 

Love gave me all, but where is all he (; 

gave? 

Death took my Joy and left me barren 

tears,— 

Weary and lone I follow to the grave. 

There Death will end this vision half 

divinoi 

Wan Death, who waits in shadow 

evermore. 

And silent, ere he give the sudden sign ; 
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O9 gently lead me thro' thy narrow 

door. 
Thou gentle Death, now kindliest friend 

of minei 
—Ah me for Love • . • wiO Death 

my Love restore ? 



THE OLD STONEMASON. 

A SHOWERY day in early spring— 

An old man and a child 
Are seated near a scaffolding 

Where marble blocks are piled. 

His clothes are stain'd by age and soil, , . 

As hers by rain and sun ; ; 

He looks as if his days of toil 

Were very nearly done. 

To eat his dinner he had sought 

A staircase proud and vast. 
And here the duteous child had brought 

His scanty noon repast. 

A worn-out workman needing aid ;«— 

A blooming child of light ;— 
The stately palace steps ;— all made 

A most pathetic sight 
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We had sought shelter from the stomii 

And saw this lowly pair. 
But none could see a Shining i^orm 

That watch'd beside them there* 

S874. 



A RHYME OF ONE. 



JTfv «Ai iOr^imml) mmt At m wm , 
Did Admm gtf m m Smemik tkt^pmitutf 

You sleep upon your mother^i breast, 
Your race begun, 
A welcome, long a wish'd-for guest, 
Whose age is One. 

A baby-boy, you wonder why 

You cannot run \ 
You try to talk— how hard you try t— 

You're only One. 

Ere long you won't be such a dunce ; 

Youll eat your bun, 
And fly your kite, like folk, who once 

Were only One. 

You'll rhyme, and woo, and fight, and 
joke, 
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Perhaps you^l pun I 
Such feats are never done by folk 
Before they're One. 

Some day, too, you may have your joy» 

And envy none ; 
YeS| yoU| yourself^ may own a boy^ 

Who isn't One. 

He'll dance, and laugh, and crow, he'll 
do 

As you have done : 
(You crown a happy home, tho' you 

Are only One). 

But when he's grown shall you be here 

To share his fun, 
And talk of times when he (the dear I) 

Was hardly One ? 

• 
Dear child, 'tis your poor lot to be 

My little son ; 

I'm glad, though I am old, you see,— 

While you are One. 
sa7& 
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MY SONG. 

You ask a tong, 
Snch as of yore, an autumn's even- 

Ude, 
Some blest boy-poet caroU'dy— and then 

died. 
Nay, / have sung too long. 

• 

Sayi shall I fling 
A sigh to Beauty at her window-pane ? 
I sang there once, might I not once 

again? — 
Or tell me whom to sing. 

The peer of Peers ? 
Lord of the wealth that gives his time 

employ- 
Time to possess, but hardly to ei^oy — 
He cannot need my tears. 
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The man of miftd^ 
Or priest, who darkens what is clear as 

day? 
I cannot sing them, yet I will not say 
Such guides are wholly blind. 

The Orator ? 
He quiet lies where yon fresh hillock 

heaves : 
Twere well to sprinkle there those 

laurel-leaves 
He won, — ^but never wore. 

Or shall I twine 
The Cypress ? Wreath of glory and of 

gloom, — 
To march a gallant soldier to his doom, 
Needs fuller voice than mine. 

No lay have I, 
No murmured measure meet for your 

delight, 
No song of Love and Death, to make 

you quite 
Fofget that we must die. 
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Something is wrongi— 
The world is over*wise ; or, more's the 

pity, 

These days are &r loo busy for a ditty, 
Yet take it,— take my Song. 
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Anon he shuts the solemn book 
To heed the falling of the brooki 
He cares but little why it flows, 
Or whence it comes, or where it goes* 

For here, on this delightful bank, 
His past — his future are a blank ; 
Enough for him the bloom, the cheer, 
They all are his, to-day and here. 

But hark a voice that carols free. 
And fills the air with melody I 
She comes I a creature clad in grace. 
And gospel promise in her face. 

So let her fearlessly intrude 
On this his much loved solitude ; 
Is she a lovely pliantom, or 
That love he long has waited for ? 
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welcome as the morning dew ; 
Longy long have I expected you ; 
Come, share my seat, and, late or sooni 
All else that's mine beneath the moon. 

And sing your happy roundelay 
While nature listens. Till to-day 
This mirthful stream has never known 
A cadence gladder than its own : 

Forgive if I too fondly gase. 

Or praise the eyes that others praise : 

1 watcVd my Star, I've wander'd far- 
Are you my joy ? You know you are I 

Let others praise, as others prise, 
The witching twilight of your eyes-- 
I cannot praise you : I adore. 
And that is praise^and something more. 
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ANY POET to HIS LOVE. 

A rmiker Mod mmn^ •tUt ni timtt h* vHujotty^ 
And ikiMigk hmting m/»i Md m w^mAmtst/hryUfy, 

Immortal Verse! Is mine the strain 
To last and live ? As ages wane 
Will one be found to twine the bays, 
And praise me then as now you praise ? 

Will there be one to prabc ? Ah no t 
My laurel leaf may never grow ; 
My bust is in the quarry yet,— - 
Oblivion weaves my coronet 

Immortal for a month— a week t 
The garlands wither as I speak; 
The song will die, the harp's unstrung,— 
But, singing, have I vainly sung? 

You deign'd to lend an ear the while 
I trill'd my lay. I won your smile. 
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Now, let U die, or let it live,— 
My verse was all I had to give. 



The linnet flies on wistful wings, 

And finds a bower, and lights and 

sings; 
Enough if ray poor verse endures 
To lif^t, and live— to die in yours. 

UTS 
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'•St OtOROK'ft, Hanotbr Square.** 

•* Dans le boohenr de not meiUeurt amis 
nous trottvons souvent quelqtte chose qui ne 
■ons pUtt pM enUdreneat' 



•* 



•* A Human Skull.** 

" In our last month's Mafsslne yon ma/ 
remember there were some verMS about a 
portion of a skeleton. Did you remark how 
the poet and present proprietor of the human 
skuU at once settled the sex of it. and de- 
tennined ofT-hond that it must have belonged 
to a woman ? Such skulls are locked up in 
many gentlemen's hearts and memories. Blue- 
beard, you know, had a whole museum of them 
—as that imprudent little last wife of his found 
out to her cost And, on the other hand, a 
lady, we suppose, would select hers of the 
sort which had carried beards when in the 
flesh.*'-vtfAM»i^irv« rf Pkilip m kis W^ 
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may^ 1861.* 

" To My Old Fribnd Postumus/* 

TIm Well-beloved I^B. U died fl6th Jair, 

1853. 



" To My Mistrvss. 



*■ 



M. Deschanel quotes the following charm- 
ing little poem by Corneillei addretied to a 
young lady who had not been quite civil to 
him. He tayt with truth«<* Le tujet est 16ger, 
le rhythme court, mois on y retrouve la fiert6 
de l*homme, et aussi I'ampleur du tragique." 
The last four stanzas, in particular, are brimful 
of spirit, and the mixture of pride and vanity 
they display is remarkable. 

** Marquise, si mon visage 
A quelques traits un peu vieux, 
Souvenes-vous, qu'A mon Age 
Vous ne vaudres guiremieux. 

*When I first leat lliese lines to the CorahtU 
Msgaiinr, Mr. Thedcerfty, the editor, aadeaedmirable 
Judge of verse, pioposed en atienitioa ia the third 
stMisa, and he letramed it to me as it now stands* 
OrigiaaUy I had Made it 10 nm thus :* 

Did she live yesterday, er ages sped t 

What colour vrers the eyes when bright and waktogt 
And were your ringlets fur t Pbor litde head 1 ' 

^•Beor litde heart I dntt long has done widi adiiaci 
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•• Lm temps auz plus beltet choMt 
Se platt A laire un affront. 
ElsMurtt faiMr vos rotct 
ComoM il a ridtt mon front 

" ht m^me coun des plan&tes 
Rlglo not jonn ek not nuits ; 
On m*a vu co que voui £tes, 
Vovs leros co quo Je tuii. 






** Cependant j'ai quolques eharoMt 
Qui Mnt asset telatants 
Pour n*aTolr pas trap d'alannes 
Do COS ravages du tempt. V 
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" Vous en aves qu'on adore, 
Mais ceux que tous miprises 
Pounaient bien durer encore 
Quand ceux-li seroat us^s, 

** Us pourront sauver la gloire / 

Des xeux qui me semblent dovj^ 
Et dans mOle ans laire croire 
Co qtt*il me plaira do vous. 

** Ches cetto race nouveUe 
0& j'aurai quelque crMit, 
Vous no passeres pour beUe 
Qu*antant que je Taurai dlt 

** Penses-y, beUe Marquise, 
Quoiqu*ua grisoa lasse efffoi, 
n vaut qn*oa le oourtise 
Quand fl est lait oomme moL** 
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" Thc Rose and the Ring.** 

Mr. Thackeray spent a portion of the 
m'tnter of 1854 in Rome, and whfle there he 
wrote his little Christmas story called "The 
Rose and the Rinc^.*' He was a great friend 
of the distingaished American sculptor, Mr. 
Story, and was a frequent visitor at his house. 
I have heard Mr. Story speak with emotion of 
the kindness of Mr. Thackery to his little 
daughter, then recovering from a severe illness, 
and he told me that Mr.Thackeray used to come 
neariy every day to read to Miss Story, often 
bringing portions of his manuscript with him. 

Five or six years afterwards Miss Story 
showed me a very pretty copy of ** The Rose 
and the Ring,** which Mr. Thackeray had sent 
her, with a facetious sketch of himself in the 
act of presenting her with the work. 

"Nuptial VerseSw** 

These lines were published in 1863 in ** A 
Welcome,'* dedicated to the Princess of Wales ; 
and "An Aspiration'* was written 'for two 
Woodcuu in "A Round of Days." (Christ- 
mas,x865.) 

" The Jester's Moral.'* 

" I WISH that I could run away 

Prom House, and Court, and Levee : 
Where bearded men appear to-day* 
Just Eton boyn grown heavy." 

W. M. Prabd. 
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•*A Garden Idyll." 

Wren these venes appeared in MaamUam't 
Mt^ioMim they ran at foUowt. but many of my 
readen could noC see the point, and others, 
teeing it. disliked it so heartily, that 1 altered 
them in sheer vexatioB ; now they have two 
readings, and can take their choice. 

GERALDINE AND L 

Di M. Damastppc, d— q m 
Vtram eb cowiiJiuw dooant 



I HAVE talk*d with her often in noon-day heat. 
We have welk*d under wintry skies ; 

Her voice is the dearest voice, and sweet 
b the light in her gentle eyes ; 

It is bliss in the silent woods, among 
Gay crowds, or in any place, 

To mould her mind, to gase in her young 
Gonfidfaig lace. 
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For ever may roses divinely blow. 

And wine-dark pansies charm 

By that prim box path where I felt the glow 

Of her dimpled, trusting arm. 
And the sweep of her silk as she tum'd and 
smiled 
A smile as lair as her pearls ; 
The breese was in love with the darling chikl. 
And coax'd her curls. 
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She sliow*d me her ferns nnd woodbine spmyti 

Foxglove and jasmine stars, 
A mist of blue in the beds, a blase 

Of red in the celadon Jars : 
And velvety bees in convolvulus bells. 

And roses of bountiful Spring. 
But I said—*' Though roses «nd bees have 
spells, 
They have thorn and sting.** 

She show*d me ripe peaches behind a net 

As fine as her veil, and fat 
Gold fish a-gape, who lastly met 

For her crumbs— I grudged them that I 
A squirrel, some rabbits with long lop ears. 

And guinea-pigs, tortoise-shell— wee ; 
And I told her that eloquent truth inheres 
In all we see. 

I lifted her doe by its lops, quoth I, 
" Even here deep meaning lies,— 

Why have squirrels these ample tails, and why 
Have rabbits these prominent eyes ? " 

She smiled and said, as she twirl'd her veil» 
** For some nice little cause, no doubt— 

If you lift a guinea-pig up by the tail 
His eyes drop out I" 
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St. Jambs's Stkbbt." 



I Hon my readers, whoever they may be, will 
not credit me with aU the sentiments expressed 
hi this volume. I am told that these lines 
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A NKM CORRXtPOMDBNT.' 



Ere long, perhaps in the next generation, 
the word Nics, and tome other equally com- 
mon words, may have passed into the limbo of 
tUgtmit gimiitit Ike. Fashions change, and 
certain words sink in the scale of gentility, and 
pass, like houses, into the hands of humbler oe- 
cupants. But what can poor poets do I 



••A Winter Famtast." 

The two first stansas are imitated firom 
Thfophile Oautier. 



The kind of verse I have attempted in s^wu 
of the pieces in this volume was in repute dur- 
ing the era of Swift and Prior, and again 
durhig the earlier years of this century, Af* 
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have disturbed some Americans, but surely 
without cause. The remark in the seventh 
stansa is natural in the mouth of a rather ex- 
clusive habittt6 of St. James's, who has the 
mortiHeation to feel that he is no longer young, 
who is too shallow-minded to appreciate our 
advance in civilisation during the last forty 
years, but who is nevertheless sufidentlykeen i 

to see what is possible in the future. My 
friends know I have a sincere admiratioB fbr 
the American people. 
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terwards it fell into comparative neglect, but 
has now regained a little of its old popularity. 
Herrick, Suckling, Waller, Swift, Prior, 
Cowper, Landor, Moore, Praed, and Thack- 
eray may be considered its representative men, 
and each has his peculiar merit Herrick is a 
finished artist, with a delightful feeling and 
fancy, and some of his flower-pieces are as 
perfect as anything of the kind in the lan- 
guage. We admire Suckling for his gusto, 
and careless, natural grace ; while Waller has 
' never been equalled for the way in which he 
blends his courtly wit and rhythmic elegance ; 
his lines ** To a Rose,'* and ** On a Girdle,'* in 
these respects, leave nothing to be desired. 
Swift is pre-eminent for the intensity of his 
mordant humour, as Prior for his genial and 
sprightly wit, or as Hazlitt very happily ex- 
presses it, his " mischievous gaiety^** Cowper 
is a master of tender and playful irony. Lan- 
dor is wanting in humour and variety, but ho 
atones for it by his pathos, and his pellucid 
and classical style. Moore, as a satirist, is a 
very expert swordsman, and although there is 
rather too much tinsel in his sentiment, he has 
wit, and fun, and music, and sparkling fancy 
in abundance. Praed has considerable fancy, 
but it is less wild than Moore's, while his sym- 
pathies are narrower than Thackeray's; he 
has plenty of wit, however, and a highly idio- 
matic, incisive, and most finished style, and, in 
hto peculiar vein« has never been equalled* 
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and it majr be safely affirmed, nerer can be ex* 
celled. What am I to lay of Thackeray ? As 
he is yet rather too near to us, I will not criti- 
cise Mm ; but I may observe that he is almost 
as humorous as Swift, and occasionally almost 
as tender as Cowper, and one docs not exactly 
see why he might not have been as good an ar- 
tist as most of those above mentioned. 

Lovelace has given us one or two little 
poems, by no means perfect, but which in 
their way are admirable. The gay and gallant 
Colonel is at this moment one of our really 
popular minor poets, and all for the sake of 
some two short pages of verse I Marlowe, 
Wotton, Ben Jonson, Raleigh, and Montrose 
must not be forgotten, as all have written ex- 
cellently ; not to speak of Carcw, Sedley, Par- 
nell ("When thy beauty appears'*), Pojk, 
Gray, Goldsmith, Captain Morris ("I'm often 
asked by plodding Souls*'), Canning (the im- 
mortal "Needy Knife-grinder*'), Luttrcll, 
Rogers, Coleridge, Mrs. Darbauld (** Human 
Life"), W. R. Spencer, the brothers Smith 
(the inimitable "Rejected Addresses"). 
Haynes Bayly, Dr. Darham, Peacock (** Love 
and Age **), Francis Mahony (" Tlie Bells of^ 
Shandon *0t Leigh Hunt, Hood, Lord Macau- 
lay ("A Valentine*^, Mrs. Browning, and 
many others, dead and living. 

Light lyrical verso should be short, elegant, 
refined, and (anciful, not seldom distinguluhcd 
by chastened sentiment, and often playful, and 
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it should have one ttniform and simple design* 
The tone should not be pitched high, and the 
language should be idiomatic, the rhythm 
crisp and sparkling, the rhyme frequent and 
never forced, while the entire poem should be 
marked by tasteful moderation, high finish, 
and completeness ; for however trivial the sub- 
ject matter may be, indeed rather in proper^ 
tion to its triviality, subordination to tlio rules 
of composition, and perfection of execution, 
should be strictly enforced. Each piece can- 
not be expected to exhibit all these character- 
istics, but the qualities of brevity and buoy- 
ancy are essential 

It should also have the air of being sponta^ 
neous; Indeed, to write It well is a dlflAcult 
accomplishment, and no one has fully suc- 
ceeded in it without possessing a certain gift 
of irony, which is not only a rarer quality than 
humour, or even wit, but Is altogether less com* 
monly met with than is sometimes imagined. 
The poem may be tinctured with a well-bred 
philosophy, it may be gay and gallant, it may 
be playfully malicious or tenderly ironical, it 
may display lively banter, and it may be satiri- 
cally facetious, it may even, considering it as a 
mere work of art, be pagan in its philosophy 
or trifling in Its tone, but It must never be pon« 
derotts or commonplace. It is needless to say 
that good sense will be found to underlie all 
the best poetry of whatever kind. There are 
good poets whose productloiis are more pot* 
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bbed thta ftaislitd, their ttaniM are lest per- 
fect dMU their single lines, end their whole 
poems ere not so satisfactory as either ; and 
again there are better poets wlio are more fin- 
ished than polished; now it seems to me that 
both qualities are peculiar to, and are pretty 
equally balanced in the best productions of the. 
authors I have mentioned above. 

It is interesting to see what Voltaire* says 
of rhyme, its value, and its diffieulties, and 
then to obsonre with how little success it is 
usually practised. Rhyme and alliteration 
cannot be too important features hi burlesque 
verM. They may be prominent in satire and 
semi-humorous poetry, but their presence J\ 

should be Icm and less marked as the poem | 

rises In tone. It is consoling to find that the 
most worn and the worst used rhymes and 
metres instantly recover all their charm and 
freshneu in the hands of a master. 

This volume is now arranged finally. It is . 

with diflldence that I again offer it to the pub- V 

lie. No one is so painfully awara as mysdf of 
its many shortcomingSi its eirtreme insignifi- 



* ** We iBiiatthai the rhyoM tluill coil iMdiingtotlM 
idwa, that itihsU adilMr be Irivisl, Bwr loo lki^fe(dMd : 
wt enct rigoneily in a vmo the mum purity, the 

^^^ee^^ gFe^^hMVOT^H^ nsv v^a g^v^M^vi ^^ w ^B^P swp% VMvC^aav aa^v 

MMllMtUoMMi wtieqiiira Ml auihor to csrry without 
a bwk oil dwio chaiai, —4 yn thrt ho ihoeld opp—r 
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c«iiee» Mid its grttX incompleteneis, and I 
iMYar felt it oiore Iceenly than now, in tending 
out this the eighth edition. My dear reader, 
if I have included pieces which ought to have 
been consigned to the dust-bin of immediate 
dblhrloB. I hope you will forgive me. 
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RENAISSANCE IN ITALY : The Fine Arts. Second Edition. Demy 
RENAISSANCE IN ITALY: Italian Literature. With a Portrait of the 

Anthnr. « volt. Demy 8to. sat. 

STUDIES OF THE GREEK POETS. First Series. Second Edition. 

Crown 8vo. lof. 6d, 
STUDIES OF THE GREEK POETS. Second Series. Second Edition. 

Crown 8¥0. lof. 6dt 

SKETCHES IN ITALY AND GREECE. Second Edition. Crown 

8vow lot. tfrf. 

SKETCHES AND STUDIES IN ITALY. With a Frontispiece. 

THE SONNETS OF MICHEL ANGELO BUONARROTI AND 
TOMMASO CAMPANELLA. Now for the fint time Tnntlated in Rhymed 
Engfith. By John Addington SvMOicm, M.A. Crown 8va jt, 

NEW AND OLD : a Volume of Verse. Crown 8vo. 9^. 

MANY MOODS : a Volume of Verse. Crown 8vo. Of. 

ANIMI FIGURA. Fcp. 8vo. o. 

ITALIAN BYWAYS. Crown 8vo. los. 6d. 

SHAKSPERFS PREDECESSORS IN THE ENGLISH DRAMA. 
By John Addington Symonds, Author of ' The Renaissance in luly ' ftc. Demy 
8vo. its, 

WORKS BY SIR JAMES FITZJAMES STEPHEN. 

LIBERTY, EQUALITY, FRATERNITY. Second Edition, with a 

new Preface. 8va T41. 

DEFENCE OF DR. ROWLAND WILLIAMS ; being a Report of the 

Speech deliireied in the Court of Arches. POM 8vo. lor. 6iL 
ESSAYS BY A BARRISTER. Reprinted from the Saturday Rivuw, 

Crown Svoii f^» 

WORKS BY SIR ARTHUR HELPS, K.C.B. 

FRIENDS IN COUNCIL. First SeHes. i yol. Crown 8vo. 7/. &/. 
FRIENDS IN COUNCIL. Second Series, i vol. Crown 8vo. 7/. ibd, 
COMPANIONS OF MY SOLITUDE. Esniys written during the 
Intervals of Business. An Essay on Organisation in Daily Life. 1 voL Crown 

*•* Also an Edition in 6 vols, crown Sva 3f. &/. each. 
COMPANIONS OF MY SOLITUDE. Crown 8vo. y. M. 
FRIENDS IN COUNCIL. A Series of Readings and Discourses 
thereon. First Series. « vols. Crown 8to. 7#. 

FRIENDS IN COUNCIL. Second Series, a vols. Crown 8vo. 7/. 
. ESSAYS WRITTEN IN THE INTERVALS OF BUSINESS. To 
wUeh is added an Essay en Organisation in Daily Life. Crown 8to. jf . 6tL 
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WORKS BY AUGUSTUS J. C. HARE. 



CITIES OF SOUTHERN ITALY AND SICILY. 

With inuftntioM. Oowa Svo. im. 6i£ 
* Mr. Han't nuM will 1m a ntflkknt poapoit for th« popalaritv of his new work. 
His books on iho Citits of Italy art fittt occoiaiiic as inoispciisabie to the traveller 

in that part of the cooatry as the guide-books of Murray or of Baedeker His 

book is one whidi I sbonid advise all fbtiire travellers in Sonthem Italy and Sicily 
to find room ht in Cbeir portasaateaas.'— Acaobmt. 



CITIES OF CENTRAL ITALY. With Illustrations, 

a vols* crown ovo^ at#* 

CITIES OF NORTHERN ITALY. With Illustrations. 

s vols* crown Svoi aij* 
'We can imagine no better way of spending a wet day in Florence or Venice 
than in reading all that Mr. Hare has to say and quote about the history, arts, 
and famous people of ihose cities. ThoM volumes come under the class of volumes 
not to borrow, but to buy.*— Mornino Poct. 

WALKS IN ROME. Eleventh Editioa With Map. 

e vols* crown 8vo^ iSr* 



*The best handbook of the dty and environs of Rome ever published 

Cannot be too much oommende«L'— Pall Mall Gaebttb. 

* This book Is sure to be very nsefuL It is thoroughly practical, and is the best 
guide that yet has been oAered.*— Daily Nbws. 

WALKS IN LONDON. FifUi Edition. With numerous 

Illustrations, e vols, crown Svo. su. 
'One of the really valuable as well as pfcMant companions to the peripatetic 
philosopher's rambling ttudtes of the town.*— Daily Tblbcraph. 

WANDERINGS IN SPAIN. With Illustrations. Fourth 

Edition. Crown Svo. yt, 64» 
'Mr. Hare's book is admirable. We are sure no one will regret making it the 
companion of a Spanish journey. It wilt bear reading repeatedly when <me b 
'moving among the scenes it describe s - -no small advantage when the travelUng 
library is scanty.'— Satveday Rbvibw. 

DAYS NEAR ROME. With more than loo Illustrations 

by the Author. Third Edition, a vols, crown Svo. 84«. 

THE LIFE AND LETTERS OF FRANCES 

BARONESS BUNSBN. WithPortniu. • fob. erawn (re. tu. 

MEMORIALS OF A QUIET LIFE. 3 vols, crown Svo. 

Vols. I. and II., 8i#. ; Vol. III., with numerous Photogmphs, tor. 6d, 

FLORENCE. Fcp. 8va cloth limp, 2s. 6d. 
VENICE. Fcp. 8va cloth limp, ax. 6^ 
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W. M. THACKERAY'S WORKS. 



THE SDinON DE LUXE. Twentj-four Volames, imperial 

Bro. OonUfBing S48 Steel EniriaTUigi, 1,471 Wood EngimTiogs, and 88 Colonred 
lUnstntiont. The steel Mid wood engraTlnn an all printed on real China 

Cper. The KUMBBB of COPIES FBIKTED ii UMITKO to ONE TBOTT- 
lND, each copy b^ing numbered. The Work can only be obtained thnngh 
Bookietten, who will fomlih information regarding terms, Ao. 



THE LIBRARY EDITION. With IllnsinitioDS by tha Author, 
BiCHARO DoTUt, and Fhkdiiuok WAUcnu Twenty-two Volomes, large 
enwn 8to. handsonoly bound In olothi itrioo £8. 8«« ; or haU-mssia, marbled 
•dgis, £1% \U. 

%* Tht relmwv ere told tfpmroMp, in eMh, prkt It, 9d, tutht or in 



THE POPULAR EDITION. 12 rolt. crown 8ro. with Frontiapieee 
to eaeh Totame, scarlet eloth, gill lop, price £8 ; and in half-morocco, 
pride £8. 8«. 

%* Jht Toiumn «rt sold tparulttjf, in gnen iMhtprla U, taeh. 



NEW AND CHEAPER ILLUSTRATED EDITION. In Twenty, 
four Volumes, crown 8to. price Zm, Od, each. In Sets of Twenty^fonr Volumes, 
nnlformly bound In ololh, price £4. 4«. ; or handsomely bound in half-moroooo, 

Eloe C8. Containing neariy all llie small Woodcut Ilhistrations of the former 
liions and many New Illustrations by Eminent Artists. 

THIS EDITION CONTAINS ALTOGETHER 1,620 ILLUSTRATIONS 

By the Author; Lukb FirAm, A.IIA. ; Mrs. Dutt^kr (Miss Elixaboth Thompson) ; 
. OaiNion Do Maurirr; Richard Dotlr; Frsdrriok Walkrr, A.Ii.A.: Ononoi 
OnunmiAXK; JonvLRicn; Fraux Dickpkr; Liklkt Samdourni ; P.BARifARD; 
S. J* WHtXLBR ; F. A. Kraskr ; Charlrh Kikxi ; B. B. Wallacs ; J. P. Atkixsox ; 
W. 9. Winn; T. B. Maoquoid; M. Fitzorrald ; W. Balbtoh ; Johh Ooixikr; 
H* FuRxm ; G. G. Xiliohki, lio., Ita, 4o. 



BATiTiADS. By Wiixux Makkpsaci Tracxrrat. With a 
Portrait of the Author, and 88 lUnstratlons by the Author; Mrs. Botlrr 
(Miss Sltsabotl^ Thompson) : Osonoi Du Mauribr; John Coluxr; U. 
FURirim; G« G. Kilbuuvr ; M. FiraoRRALo; and J. P. Atkinbok. Printed 
on toned papsr by Clay, Sons, 4i Taylor; and elegantly bound in ololh, gill 
•dgie,bfBnm. Small 4lo. 16*. 

W. M. THACKERAY'S SKETCH Eg. 

THE OBPHAN OF PIMLIOO, and other Sketches, Frsg- 
iBonls, and Drawings. By Wiluam Makipraor Thaorrrat. Copied by 
a process ihat glres a faithful reproduction of the originals. With a Preface 
nad Editorial Noise by Miss Thueksray. A New Edition, In a new style of 
Madlngt btfullod boarae, gill edgee, royal 4lo. price One Guinea. 
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NOW PUBUSHING. 



NEW 'STANDARD' EDITION 

OF THE 

GOHPLETE WORKS OF W. E THACKERAY. 

In Twenty-six Volumes, Urge 8vo. each lOf. M. 

This Edition is bting printed from new type^ on fine paper j 
it %nil include sonu o/Afr. Thackera/s Writings which have 
not before been collected^ with mtwy additional Ilitistrations ; and^ 
with the exception of the Edition de Luxe, it will be the largest 
and handsomest edition that has been published. 

A VOLUME WILL BE ISSUED ON THE 1st OF EACH 
MONTH UNTIL THE CONCLUSION OF THE SERIES. 



EXTRACTS FROM NOTICES BY THE PRESS. 
THE TIMES. THE STANDARD. 



* Mcmni. Smith ft Elder, whcMc monu- 
mental edition of the work« of Thnckcrny 
gave an example which hai been lomcwhat 
%ridely followed of erecting memorialit to 
the lame of men of lettcm, by i>plendid 
iwineii of their writlngn, have now com- 
menced an equally worthy, and^ perhapM, 
more practically UMful enterprtne, in the 
piiblicalion of another collected edition of 
the writing!! of the name novelist. The 
fint volume, containing port of ** Vanity 
Fair," has jnM been publiiihed. It repro- 
duces the .form and contains the quaint 
iHuMrations, by Thackeray himwif, <m that 
original iwue in monthly parts, which 
lingers in the recollections m his earliest 
readers. This will be. in the opinion of 
many, a very considerame advantage.* 

THE SCOTSMAN. 

* How many editions of Thackeray's 
works have been published of late years it 
would be difficult to say. There can have 
been no author of recent times who has 
found more or better deserved favour with 
the public. Another edition is now being 
published : it is an edition in twenty-six 
volumes, large Svo. It contains the draw- 
ings by whteh the story was originally 
illustrated, and has in this respect a special 
value. ... It b safe to foretell that this 
edition will have a success equal to that of 
any of lu predecessors.' 



* It is now thirty-ftve years »ince " Vanliy 
Fair** was written, and if. we allow twenty 
years for the novel* rending period of cacn 
generation, Thackeray's popoiatity has 
stoorl the test of two generations, and 
barely a year passes without some fresh 
edition of his works being cnlled for. To 
use the common phraw, no library is con- 
sidered complete without him : snd no one 
who buys his works is content with any- 
thing short of a library edition. For ihia 
reason we may safely predict a ready 
welcome and a rapid sale fnr the present 
issue, which, in respect of paper, typo- 
graphy, and binding, is altogether satis* 
factory.' 

THE DAILY TELEGRAPH. 

' A rew edition of Thackeray's works U 
now to be published called the Standard ' 
Edition (twenty>six volumes), and the finst 
of these is very naturally the first volumo 
of the immortalnnd indestructible " Vanity 
Fsir." yery little is left to be desired iti 
the exterior appearance of these books, and 
the interior is embellished— as his wurka 
ought always to be- with the "Author's 
own candles," to wit, his original illustra* 
tions to his own letter^press. ... It in 
plcamnt to have an English ckisric pre- 
sented to Hi in the guise in which '* Xf r« 
Titmarsh" appears in the "Standard** 
Vanity Fair.' 
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SMITH, ELD ER. & CO.'S PU BLICATIONS. 

WORKS BY MATTHEW ARNOLD.* 
IRISH ESSAYS AND OTHERS. By Matthew Arnold. Crown 

Svo. 7«. &/. 
COMTBNTS :— The Ineompftlibleii-^Aa UnregardAd Irish Grieifmnee--Ecce. Con- 
TCftimtr ad Gcntet^The Future of LiberaUsm— A Speech at Eton— The Frencn Play 
ia London— Copyright— Prefaces to Poems. 

PASSAGES FROM THE PROSE WRITINGS OF MATTHEW 
ARNOLD. Crown Svo. ys, 6d, 
CaNTBNTS :— I. Literature. •-«. Polities and Society.— 3. Philosophy and Religion. 

LAST ESSAYS ON CHURCH AND RELIGION. With a Preface. 
Grown 8vo. 7A 

MIXED ESSAYS. Second Edition. Crown 8vo. 9^. 

CoirTBMTi;— Democracy— Equality— Irish Catholicism and British Liberalism— 
P^rf Unum eti Neeesmrium-^k Guide to English Literature— Falkland— A French 
Critic en Milton— A French Critic on Goethe— George Sand. 

LITERATURE AND DOGMA : an Eisay towards a Better Apprehen- 
sion of the Bible. Fifth Edition. Crown 8vo. 9^ . 
*«* Also a Popuhur Editiim, with a new PreiSftce. Fcp. 8vo. sf . &/. 

GOD AND THE BIBLE: a ReWew of Objections to * Literature and 
Dogma.' Reprinted from the C^nUmpimry RtvUw, Entirely Revised, with 
a Praaoe. Crown 8vo. 9«. 

ST. PAUL AND PROTESTANTISM. With an Essay on Puritanism 
and the Church of England. Third Edition, Revised. Small crown 8vo. 41. <k/. 

CULTURE AND ANARCHY: an Essay in Political and Social 
Criticism. Reprinted from the C^mkiU MtigoMimi, With a Prolace and Altera* 
tions. Third Edition, 71. 

ON THE STUDY OF CELTIC LITERATURE. 8vo, 8#. ^ 

WORKS BY LESLIE STEPHEN. 

THE SCIENCE OF ETHICS x an Essay upon Ethical Theory, as 
Modified by the Doctrine of Evolution. Demy 8va i6f. 

A HISTORY OF ENGLISH THOUGHT IN THE EIGHTEENTH 
CENTURY. Second Edition, evols. DemySvo. e8#. 

OURS IN A LIBRARY. First Series. Second Edition. Crown 
8vo.9«. 

GoNTBim .'—Defoe's Novels— Richardson's Novels— Pbpe as a Moralist— Mr. Eiwin's 
Edition of Pope— Some Woids abooi Sir Waher Scott— Nathaniel Hawthorne— Bakac's 
Novel*— De Quincey. 

HOURS IN A LIBRARY. Second Series. Second Edition. Crown 
•vo. 9#. 
ComrBNTtt— Sir Thomas Browne— Jonathan Edwards— William Law— Horace Walpole 
—Dr. Johnaoa's Writlngs-Oabbe'i Poetry-WiUiam Haslitt-Mr. Disraeli's NovelsT 

HOURS IN A LIBRARY. Thiid Series. Crown 8va % 

OoNTBifTt !— MasilRmr— FieMIng- Cowper and Rousseau— Edinburgh Reviewefi<« 
Wctdawwth's Ethics— uuidor—Maeauky—Charloua Bronti— Kingsley. 
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